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PREFACE. 


-¥4 --1 


As it has been sometimes tlibu^ht nr/l said, 

\ f 

—inaccnratcly, - —that * the Af4i':hor • i s exel ii-^ 
sively dcfi-^‘*d^to oriyut^l subjects'*of verse, 
and as he may yet rec^i% to tho^e,»he has liere 
coiif[)Tie/l with th-i desiire^that a o^leecioi'^ 
sTio^uld be made from his noi^orientaf p'ofms. 


Lonpon, M / fi / t888 
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Ubc ifour Grownai 

• • 

Written upon the death of the Prince Consort.] 

M 

Throned before the people 
Queen of land#aud sea, 

While from tower and ^eple 
Crashed the clangorous glee; 
Firsfr of four—enamelj^d 
All with kingdoms rounds 
The crown o^this our ^gland 
Upon thy brow was bound. 


Next, in happiest hours* ^ 

Came the crown of^ife ;• 
Love’s fair wrealth of flowers^ 
Diad^ned th*ee Wife? 

Hail«d, Princes and Woman, 

• # 6 

Honfured, Queen ^d Spouse, 



THE FOUR CROWNS. 


Half the golden burden 
Lightened on thy brows. 


Yet a crown came after, 
Waiting thee tc wear; 
Li^de chil(fren's laughter 
^ Kippled in thine ear. 

At thy knee, most Noble! 

• * * 

f Learning hwv to reign, 
I., Princes and princasses 
Grew—a*graciou8 train. 


Then,'that' coronation, * 

r 

Grander than of Queen, 

r 

Making highest station 

# f f 

EKgher than had been, 
Hid betide thee! binding 

t 

Ov thy drooping brow 
39 itow’s thorny cirilet, 
Death hath crowned thee 


O onr Queen !^our Mother! 

/ K ' 

Thou, of all, know's:,*) all; 


now. 



THE FOUR CROWNS. 


I Joy or sorrow—other 
Cannot hence befall. 

Sad, imperial Forehead! 
Sceptred, weary Hand 

Widowed Heart! the Greatest 

» 

And Loneliest* in the Land ! 



tro lb.lR.1b. tbc iprtncess of TRttalfs - 

ON HEIi^FIRST ARRIVAL 1^ ENGLAND. 




Fierce, brown-bedrde^, vjnclad in the spoils of wolf 

f ^ O •*" 

and of wild-cat, 

'j . • . . 

Keener in ravin than wolves, than wild-cats wilder 
/ 

in onset, , . ^ 

' Came, inj.the days gone by, the t)anes to the'shore 
'cf the Angles, , 

Came' on an errand of blood—to beleaguer, to burn, 

f 

and to ravage^, 

Ploughing up furrows of foam on the grass 
meads Of t^e North Sea 

t 

Steered the;old Vikings their course, one hand on 

the helm of their galley, * 

\ 

One on, the halves of their ai:es: and when from Flam- 
borough’s f6re!and 

Shading, his eyes from the ^glimmer ^f sunrise, kha 
' . >* ' 
watcher beheld them 


gree 





TO A.r,h. the princess of wale^. 


5 


Holding right on for the coast, with the signs and 
the standards of battle, 

Lotad thr^igh the wolds rang the cry, “ The Dai^B f 
the Dane cometh hither! ” 

, FJickejied with warni^ flames the crests of the hills, 
an5 the cressets, 

•JV'fethers and maidens fled inland—fast gathered t^e 
bowmen and billmen. 

Grim the welcome awaiti»g*tbose*strangers!—such 

Jr ^ 

greeting as arrows 

Carry ‘on wings of wraih;*such kisses as edge of 
sword renders;— 

All^fclfeir room in the land as much as the ^ngfii of 
their lanceS, 

Nay, or beneath its turf, the length of ^he Chieftains ' 
yho bore them. ^ 


Fair, golden-haired, and glad wifl^ th^ j’oy of her 
youth and her beauty. 

Daughter herself of a PriiSce, of a Prbi^e thS loved 
and the chose®, 

V . 

Co^etf In these Aappmr f^ays the Dane to th^g^iores 
of the Angle#, 



6 


fO H.R.H. THE PRINCESS OF W^ES. 

* « 


Comes on an errand of love, to the music ofcsoft 
hymenseals. 

*Ojrer the silver-green seas, which kiss t<^.e ke<Rl of 
' her vessel, 

Bending their foreheads on this side and thaj^tot^e , 
' Maiden of NorselaiLd 

r 

(Rightfully Lady of Waves by her Father’s rights 

r ‘ 

aiid her'Husband’s), 

Speeds the sweet’PriUjp^sio land; and all the voices 
of gladness 

Tell that she is arrived vfhose hand the Prince of the 

t 

English 

»Tak\}s ii^ the sight of God and man for the Uhrrd of 

• * 

•■uiiS consort— 

Consbrt in splendours and cares, in the gloom and the 
« 

glitter of ruling. 

Warm t^e welcome-awaiting this lovely and winni^ 
invad(^! 

Such as me^ giv^ with the lips when the heq.rt has 
..gone forward before them; * 

Such RS a aation of freetneii, not apt to flatter for 
fashion, 


Mak^''iwhen the innocent^past is u pledge of^e 

^ I ‘ 


happy to-morrows. 



. TO THE PRINC|;SS OF WALES* 


7 


.Princess! weak is one voice in the throng and 
^jlamoiir of voices, 

Poor one flower in the rain of the roses, that shower. 
at Jihy footsteps, 

Paint on^ prayer in tlie antjiem of Jitanies utterjjjl 
to bless thee; 

Yet to thy young fair face 1 make an Englishman’s 
greeting, 

On thy path to the altar i lay this wrftath from a 
singer, 

I—of the men whose fathers encountered thy fathers 
«\Pith battle, 

i—of the men# whose mothers fumed pgjle#at*the 
galleys of Denmark, 

Heralds of happiness now, sea-birds that brin^ from 
the Norland 

Unto our Prince his Bride—and to ilngland omens 
of gladness. 



XTbe ifirst distribution of tbe IDictoria 

dross. 


' M " 

Tcmd^ay tli6 people gather from the streets. 
To-day the Sbldigrtf nyister near and far; 

I • • 

Peace, wah a glad look and a grateful, meets 

« ‘ • 

Her rugged brother,Wlar. 


llo-day tht Queen of all the English land, 

t 



Gires with her royal hand—th’ Imperial hand * 


r 

Whose grasp the earth en-rings 


Her Crosg ofrValour to her worthiest;— 

No golden toj’’ with milky pearls besprent, 
But simple bronze, and for a .WaiTior’s breast 
A fair,,fit ornament'. ^ 

45 ' 


^And richer than red gold that ^ull bronze scenes, 
Since it wasrbought vfeth Itf^ish waste of wo^h 



FIRS'J DIST;RIBUTI0N of the victoria C^09K. 9 

WJ^ereto the wealth of Barth’s gold-sanded streaftia 
Were but a lack, and dearth. 


’ Mi^fcovite metal makes this English Cross, 

*• W9a in a rain of j^lood and wreath of flame; 

_ ^ 

The guns that thundered fdr their brave lives’ loS8 

Ate worn hence, for theil: fame! 

Aye, listen ! all ye maidens lau^ing-ayed, 

And all ye English mothers, be awaft! 

•Those who shall pass before ye at noontide 
^Wour friends and chanipions are. 


The men of all the army and the fleets 

The very bravest of^he ve^y brave, 

* 

“^Linesman and Lord—these fought with e(pml feet 
Firm-planted on their grava 


The men who, setting ligjit them blood,and»breath 
So they might win a .victor’s Ijjaiigh? renown, 


IJeld their steel straight against the face of JDeati, 
• And frowned^is frowbing dowb. 



10 


I'lRBT DISTRIBUTION OF THE VIC'^ORIA fROSS. 

And some that grasped the bomb,*all ^ry-fright, 
And hurled it fax*to spend its spite^!^|iliy,— 
Between the rescue and the risk, no — 

Shall pass our Queen this day; 

,, 'And some wjio climljed the' deadly gladistside, 

Tor all that steel could stay, or savage shell ^ 
Aifd soma^ whose blood upon the Colours dried 
Tells if they bore J^hem well; 

Some, too, who, gentle-hearted even in'strife, 
Seeing their fellow or»their friend go down, 

t, ® . • * •. 

Saved hil, at peril of their own dear life, t 
Winning the* Civic Crown. 

I 

Well done for them; and, fair Isle, well for thee! 

• * f , • 

While that*thy bosom beareth sons like thosa 

“ The lfttle*gem set in the silver sea ” 

« 

Shall never tfear her foes! 



/IDemorfam* 

A 

^ [fin the death of Lor^ Kaglan.^ 


Ah! not because our Soldier died*before bis field 
was won; 

Ah! not bdbause life would not last till •life’s long 
• task were done, 

Wrei^jlie one less leaf, grieve with less giief;—of^ftll 
, our hosts w)jo led 

Not least in work and worth approved,—Lord Eaglan 
lieth dead. 

S 

•• 

His nobleness he had of none. War’s ^Master taught 
him war, 

And prouder praise that Master gave_ than meaner 
lips can mar; 

Cone to his grave, his duty.done; if fctf’tli^r any seek, 

» 

He If ft his life to answer them,—a soldier’s,—let ^ 
speak! 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

* 

’Twas his to wield a blunted sword,*—to,fight % fated 
field, 

While idle tongues talked victory, to strug^ejjot to • 

* yield; 

Light task for placeman’s ready pen to plan ^day • 
^ ^. for fight, ^ 

JEard Avork and hot with steel and shot to win^lyit 

t 

IStty aright. 


Tears havt» been shed for t£e brave dlbad; mourn 

• • 

him who mourned foa> all! 

Pf^.ise hatl^ been given for strife well striven^ praise 

% 

. him who strcfve o'er all, 

Non count that conquest little, though no banner 

t ^ 

Haunt it far, 

That under hinf our English hearts with Frost and 

i 

Plagiie waged war. 


And if he Jield th^e English hearts too good to pave 
the paTh • 

To id](p victories, shall we grudge what noble %-)alm 
*he hath ? 



>3 


IN MEMORIAM. 

s> 

Like •ncient CWef he fought a-front, and 'mid his 

^ soldiers seen, 

His was aye as stem as theirs; oh! make his 
grave as green. ^ 

o 

They knflw him well,—the oBead who died thfljitj 
• «Bussian wrong should ceaSe; 

Where Fortune doth not met^ure men,-i-their k>ul8 
and his have peace; 

Aye! as well spent in sad sick tent ’as they in bloody’ 
strife, ’ 

Fol: English Homes our English Chief gave what he 
liaJfl,—his life. 

^S3- 



dflorenc.e mi^btinoale. 


■ 

* 

If Qn this^verse of mine 
Those eyes sHall ever shine, 

Whereto sore-wounded med have looked for life, 

I ^ 

Think not thaj for a rhyme, 

*Nor yet to fif the time, 

I name thy name,—true Victress in this strife! 
But let it serve to say 
'That, when we kneel to pray, 

Prayers rise fi[?r tHee thide ear shall never know; 
^ Aj[id that thy gallant deed, 

^ For (tO( 1, and for our need, 

Is in alf hearts, as deep as lore can go. 


• *Tis ^od that thy name springs 
^ From two of Earth’s fair thing 
A^stately cit\» and a s(di“Voifted bird; 



FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE. 


*5 


•TisVell that in all homes, 

When thy sweet story comes, 

And trave^eyes fill—that pleasant sounds be heard. ® 

Oh voice! in night of fear. 

As night’s bird, soft to hear. 

Oh great*heart! raised like city on a«hill; 

Oh watcher! worn and pale. 

Good Florence Nightingale,* 

Thanks, loving thanks, for,thjr Jarg^ work and will! 

England is glad of thee— 

Christ, for thy charity, 

Take thee to joy when hsfti^and heyt are still! 


I *854- 



CoKoratulaton? 

[Recited* in the Sheldonian Theatre at Oxford, on the InatfdliAloll 
of the E4rl of Derby as Chancellor of the University.] 


Thrice wefcome to the seat thy worth hath won! 
i^roud in her grief sad Isisrhails her son ; • 

Welcome ! t)ut question not the tear that stat'tij, 
Fr^m th§ sealed sbrrow of a thousai^d hearts. 
Welcome! but ask not why in Sheldon’s hall 
The ^oice must falter, and the greeting fall; 
Greeting as wartti, and joy as deep and proud, 

As though* that greeting and that joy were loud, 

And faith as firnr, and love as true we bear, 

C 4 ^ • 

Though Fast f.nd Present mingie smile and tear. 

We 'vpjave.two wreaths*, we twine two garlands now; 
One of bri^t ©li^ for thine honoured brow. 

And Que of cypress for the mighty dust, 

a * . «• * * 

Who is our memory, as Thou our^^rust: 



CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 


*7 


An^ therefore mourn we, therefore we rejoice, 
Shaping glad welcomes witlf a chastened voice, 
Becg-use to-day great Arthur’s seat we see 
^Vacant of him,—held worthily of thee. 

Sad and remindful t^k it were to say , 

What hope and gladness graced th® festal day, 

^ • 

When, diademed with victory’s hrightgst bafts, 

As knight that entereth aft^r heraid’s praise. 
Hither he came; whose latue ha(> comej^before 

From Spain’s sierra#, and the Belgic shere; 

• • 

When Learning’s self, fgrgetting doubt and dread, 

* <• * • 

Unplisped the helmet frolb ner warrioi^s head, 
Ungirt the goc^ steel sword his thigh displ^’ec^ 
And wiped the bloody honour from its blade : - 
Nor held unfitting, nor unworthy thought 
That gentle work her tfinid fi^^geA wrought, 

For holiest is the war that winneth peaqp, 

And best the strife that biddetfi striving cease. 
And now, (alas, but for our hopes in thee 
Too dark and mindful wei^ suclf memory !) 

»The sword that stayed, not tift tibe ’^ght was 
$ won, 

T^e heart that fi||lefl no^*till t|ie rl^ht was dofle; 



l8 ' CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 

c 

Firm heart and faithfal sword, their worjs is o’| 
And the great Captain resteth evermore. 


!t3ut Peace hath victories of deed and word, 
Won with a subtler weapon than the sword: * 
^And civic wregths a gyeener'gleam display^' 
r Than the stained garlands of the finished fray: 
Peacb'hath dier battle-fields, where they who fight 


Win more than^honoiv", vanquish more than might, 
'And strive a strffe against a fiercer foe 
Than one Svho comes with battle-axe and bow. 

And this was thine ! Wa^r’s tempest fled away, ^ 

C <■ 

lleaving thy destinies a fairer day; 

(■ 

Tl^e eagles slept, ■ the lion-flags werg furled, 
Noibattle-thunder shook the weary world, 

v: 

No ^teel-clad legions, merciless of mood, 

C C { 

Stained the sv.eet meadows with their mowers’ 


( 

blood»; ( 

But Peace, yet bleeding from the lance of War, 
And Trust, an(i Truth, and Plenty, frighted far, 
Lear|.ing,, uplooking fr(vn her lettered scroll, 
And Science, -atakting at the drum’s deep roll, 

* i C 

(And ^ngry Justice, with white spreading wing^^ 
Leaving for ev^r earth a5id earthly things; 



CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 


19 


Thes| to wyi bstek, to comfort, And to calm, 

^ Till War’s wild pocan sank to peaceful psalm, 
And ^Dglish homes, untenanted no more, 
ifeld hopes, and loves, and laughter, as before; 
^Se®i|itesJ;o sway, and councillors to lead, 

With eai^iest eloquence and ijpady de^id, 

sailing o’er a deep and dangerous flood,^ 

To watch one guiding-star, thy country« gooflf 

To hold to honour, for dear h®nour’tf sake, 

• • 

Till Faction envied what it might not shake; 

The right fo succour, and the wrong subdue;— 
This was thy triumph, these thy Waterloo! 

Well, through that bloodied fight thy viftue bor^ 
TJ^e Stanley’s bqjiner, stainless &s^f yore, ^ • 
The* silver shield that wears no trait’rous blot, 

The l^end of the faith that changes not.^ 


Then once again, glad greeting ! once again 
Joy dries the tear, and Pleasures banish Pain ; 

The stream-girt cityaaf the tower and dome 
Bids thee high welcome to Irfiine ^rly ho^pe,-* 
iThou hear’st from tongue to tonjfue'^haitriButes borne, 
Wh#re thy first laurel-wreath was won and wjpmj * 


• * 


The motto of liie Stanley family is i^'ana cJianf/er" 



20 


CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 


« 

% 

Here, in an old and well>reixieml«red scene,— ^ 

I 

Here, where thy verse hath rung, thy voice hath ^ 

( 

been, 

* r> 

f 

• Oxford, who sent thee forth, receives in pride, 

Once her young son, now her grown gufl.r3 ,i!jnd^ 
gnide. 

‘i3old in. thy love, and steadfast in thy strength, „ 
Hope*lfath ifon Memory to smile at length;— 

Only, in other d&ys, jf <ne^d there be 

f f 

To tell our^rief for him, our love for thee, 

t r c 

Be this the sign:—that wljen we sorrowed most, 

f 

Mourning at or^^e our Bulwark and our Boast, ' 

O' ' ^ • 

To <3olape best a deep and anxious grief, ‘ 

And best to honour England’s buried chief, 

f j 

We those no meaner name, no lower line 

l 

To grace his seat, and guard her fame, than thine. 


1854. 



TCbc ©rbcr of Dalour. 


»Thus saith. the Queen! “ For him who gave 
His blood as water in the fight, 

So he from Russian wion^ jnigSt save 
My crown, my people, and my riglft; 

Let there be made a erogs of bronze 
And grave thereon "my gueenlgr crest; 
Write VALOUR on its haughty scroll, 

And hang*it on his breast.* 


Thus saith the Land ! “ He who shall bear 

* , • . t • 

Victoria s cross upon his brea*St, 

In token that he did not fear 

To die, had need been, for her res1>; 

• • • 

For the dear sakfe of her who giveg. 

And the high deeds (Jf him who wears. 
Shall, high or low, all Jiongur tiave 
From all, through all his years.” 



©n tbe S>catb of tbc pdnccf^s ancct,. 


[It will be remembered that Her Royal Highness died of diphtheria, 

contracted from the cp-r^sse^ of her little son, whom she was 

( *' 

nursing.] n 


'Tender a^d tiue! here virtue was thy crown! 

O 1 * 

Who^e royalty was royally to live! 

Death, sent to f6fcch thee, laid his arrow down, 

«• n 

And prayed that Love the bitter call would give; 
But Love, wh^ covld not .stop such gently Iweath, 
Whisi)ered thy child to give the Kiss of Death! 



Ibavelocft in Trafalgar ^uare* 

—M- 

I'HE foot set firm! the han^ ufiqp the hilt! 

The warrior-gaze, as innocent of ^ar 

# • 

As any maid’s of shame! jvhich, past the gum, 
5lnd blood and battle, sfee^the triijmph clear; 


Stend so in bron»e! large to thy l|velled ej^, • 

In the supreme imperial peril dawning, 

“ Hocs'Kjno vinces ” shines upon the sky; 

And, calm as one who knows his blaster’s warning, 


Stand-thou in bionze! stand, wllat thbu wert, a 

• • 

Rock, 

Whereon Rebellion’s yeas*ty billows breakinjf 
t)rove wave on wa^^e—dashe^ high-^and from the 
shock 

Fell back in shattered foam ; thyself unshaking: 



24 


‘ HAVELOCK IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE.' 

So stand!—the busy ^eet of men go by thee, 

Each one to-day the safer for that sword 
' Meeanee’s jnst and valiant chief is nigh thee, 

' Palmerston, Beaconsfield, the great Sea-lord,- 

oWell met in stme far-off serenest session, 

• The nnimpakioned rest of great men gone; • 

And ^ere tdgether set—love’s poor profession!— 

In storied effigy and' soulptured stone. 

1 

r ^ 

Ah! speaking stone and bronze, cunningly graven 
To show thesg Cha^pioiis of the English name, 

^ i ^ C' 

^ Avb hearts such, that knave and fool and craven 
Can^ptss ye da^ly, and be still the same ? ^ 

> o 

c ♦ 

O 

r 

' But, true and faithful servant! somewhere pUining 
That Jabour multiplies and wage is none, 

Bead Havelock’s history, and thereby gaining 
The comfort of his courage, copy one o 

f_ 

f ' r 

Who ull life’s chilly spring and summer dreary 

Wrought in'pure p,'»tience whrt he found to do, 

•• ^ 

his own soul—pot once a.iweary— 
Content, because God was contented too. 


Possea^ihg 
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Wherefrom he hived that hon^ which is sweetest, 

The fruit of all the flowers of all a life, 

A wi^om so perfected, so completest, 

• #> ■ 

* Great soldiers gave him place to stem the strife : 


Which never given, Haveloch^ high^t glory 

•Had lacked our knowledge, not his Master’s praise,*' 

_ * ^ ' 

One splendid page been lost from England’s story, 
But not one leaf from hj^ ifiamortal bays. 


m 


Go to! and work—God’s eeiyant—serving men; 

Bethinking how the rahka (jjlosed eip, and cried, 

* * *' 

“ Way for the General!” and his answer thesi,—« 

* “ You, have nttide way^ my lads ! ”—^faiife thne**for 
pride! 



BSelai^eHnne iproctcr* 


<. ‘^IL^CET.” 

In Eonian,liouseholds, when their dear opes died, 

. Thrice by his name the fiving called the dead; 

f * 

And, silenc^ onfy ansfrdijfng as they cried, ^ 
llicet —“ go thqu then! ”—the mourners said. 

llicet! let her part! the Poet’s child, 

Herself a mistress of the lyric song: 

« 

llicet !—te a ivorld so sad and wild 

To wish Jier bac^ were far less love than wrong. 




llicet*’! hafd the word for those to say 

Who know what gentleness isngone from earth ; 

* ^ 
Har^eV for thos^ whose <|^,ellipg, da^^ by day, • 

Shone witjb her ^esence—echtfed to he^ mirth ^ 
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ft 

Yet, if He wills it—whom she#oars to meet, 

• The L#rd of this world’s vineyard—shall we ask, 
Wto &il oif, in the burden and the heat, 

A lajer wage for her—a longer task ? 


Ilicet / let her go! though it were br^e,— 

In the hot vintage, where the strongest 

from thistles—stifl to have 
Her silver hymns o’er w®iriness prevail! 


Weeding God’s grapes 


To hear her gentle, certaifl spirit of ruth 

Share its great sureties wjthJess hupp^ brothers. 
And—from eyes bright with Heav’n’s light-»-telich 
the truth * 

I ^ 

Of “ little children pleading for their mothers.”^ 


Ilicet! Otherwhere they need those strains, ■ 

• • 

Sounding so true for men—albeit low; 

• • 

A throne was vacant (though its steps wer^ pains), 
For a soul, ti’ied, pure, perfect—Jet her go! 


Sigh^ot, “ so youn^! ”—“ sucb promfse! ”—“ ah! a 
ft flower 

Jhat Iqrjger life lad sunned to^fruit of gold.” 

A • ® A 
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Be still and see !-^6qd’s year, and day, ii.nd hour, 
By lapse of mortal minutes is not told. ^ 

i 

C 

Who go are called— ilicet! let her go! 

\ 

Though a sweet harp is silent in the land^ 

' * 

''L soft voice hashed—knd, never more below, 

Poet' and poet’s child join song and hand. 

t 

Ilicct! ilicet! nos ibimm -/— 

To that 'divinest region of the skies, 

.1 ° ^ 

Whence with clear sight she sees, knows, pities us, 
We shall attrin!—Vex not the dead with sigha 

■■ f. ' <t , ° 



Zo Bmcrica* 

[Dedication of a Voliniie of Poe^B.] 

n ■■■ 

Thou new Great Britain ! lamo&s, ^■ee, and bright!, 
West of West s^sepeth my ancient ^ast; 

Our sunsets make thy nocfhs^ Daytime and Night , 

o 

Meet in sweet morning-pfOniise oi2 thy breast. , 

O 

Fulfil the promise, Lady of wide Ifihds ! 

Where, as ^ine own, an English singer ranks: 

I, who*found favour at tby sover.^ig 9 hands, 

Kiss them; and at thy feet lay these, for thanks. 



Hrma0e{'&on. 

WAB SONG OF THE FUTUBB. ' 

-H- 

Marchiup di5wn tib Armageddon— 

€' 

IBrothers, stout and strong ! 

Let us cheer thff way we tread on 
- • 

"VYith a sol(Ji A4 b song! 

‘ Faint we Jjy the weary road, 

' Or fall f?e in the rout. 

Dirge or Paean, Death or Triumph !— 

Let tl^t Boeig ring out! 


We are they who scorn the scorners— 

•Love^he lovers—hate 

None within the woi’ld’s four comers— 
. ‘ 

«A.ll mi^t share one fate ; 

We are they Vhose comAon banner 


Bear^no badg««or sign^ * 



ARMAGEDDON. 


3> 


Save, the‘Light which dyes it white— 
The Hope that makes it shine. 


We are they whose bugle rings, 

• That all the wars may cease ; 

We ax’e they will pay the Kii^s 
Their cruel price for Peace; 

We are they whose steadfast watchword 
Is what Christ djd ^bach,— 

“ Each man for his Brother first-5- 

• • • 

And Heaven, tlien^for each.” 


9 

We are they who will not ^Iter— 
Many swords or few— 

Till we make this Earth the altaf 
Of a worship niw ; 

We are they who will not take 
Prom palace, priest, ortiojle, 

A meaner Law than “ BrothdWiood*”— 
A lower Lord thai^ God.* 


Marching down to Armageddon- 
Brothersf stout and strong^ 



ARMAGEDDON. 


Ask not why. the way we tread Cjn 

( 

Is BO rough and long! 

God will tell us when our spirits 
Grow to grasp His plan! 

Let us do our part to-day— 

And, help Him, hefping Man! ' 

Shall we even curse the madness, 
Which for ends of State ” 

r 

Do^ms us to the long, long sadness 
bf this human hate'? 

Let us f?lay in perfect pity 

I ‘ 

Those that must not live; 
YanquishI and forgive our |pes— 
Or fall—and still forgive! 

We are those whose unpaid legions, 

In free ranks arrayed, 

( 

Massacred in many regions— 

r '• 

Neyer once were staj ed: 

We are they whose tom battalions, 
^raineil to bleed, not fly. 

Make our agonies a triumph,— 
Conquer, while we cTie * 



ARMAGEDDON. 


Therefore, down to Armageddon— 
Brothers, bold an^ strong— 

I 

Cheer the glorious way we tread on 
With this soldier’s song! 

Let the armies of the old Flags 
• March in sfient djjead ! ^ 

Death and Life are one to us, 

Who 6ght for Quick and Dead! 



^0 /lDattbc\^ Brnolb. c 

f 

[“FKOM EDWIN ARNOLD.”] 


-M 


Suffer thiat—as thoa takest boat to cross 

r { 

Grim Charon’s tide, on voyage, heavy loss 
To England—bjit to |hpe gain manifold— 

I pluct thee by the shroud, and press thy cold 
F(5i’getfi>l hand ; to lay this oboluso* 

Into its honoured palm! Ah! think on ns 

C 

In thy new walks upon the Asphodel; „ 

« ( 

Nor qu^te forsake the sad sphere where we dwell, 
Fighting thy^battle, lending our small stress 


To “ stream which maketh unto Righteousness! ” 
Nqw, that th®u better knowest"friends and foes, 
Good Friend ! dear Rival! bear no grudge to those 
Who had not''time, ija Life’s hard hgkt, to show 
Ho^' well they liked thee for thy ‘^^lashing blqyrj" 



TO MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
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HowJ‘swe§t” thy “reasonableness” seemed; how 

for the long-dimmed “ light! ” 

4 

^ J^dhj^hat didst bear my Name, and deck it so 
That— octoing thus belnnd—hardly iknow 
If I ^all hold it worthily, and be ^ 

Meet to be mentioned in one Age with tfeee-^!* 

■ 

Take, Brother! to the Land v^here n*o strifes are, 

I . ^ 

This praise thou wilt not need! Before the Star 
Is kindled for thee let*m 3 ^funeral torch 
Light thee, great Namesake! to th’ ^llysian Porch ! 
Dead Piet! let a poet of thy House 
L^, unreproved, Jihese bay-leaves fin thy b^ows! « 
We,•that seemed only friends, were lovers: Now* 
Death knows it! and Love knows! and I! and 
Thou! 


right 

Thy Ijfty pleading 


April 15,1888. 



Sona ot tbe Oerman Solbiers in Bl&ace* 

A f: 


lN<A.lsace, over the Bhine, 

There Hves a brother of mine ; 

‘ \ 

It ^eves my soul to say 
He hath forgot the day 
We were one lanci and line. 


Hear Brother, torn apart, 

<» n ^ 

Is’t true that changed thou art ? 

The French have clapped on thee 

ReS bteechesf as we see; 

* Have they Frenchified thy heart ? 

* # 

c r 

Hark !"that'8 our Prussian drum,^ 

\ ' » 

And it tMls the time has come. 

C 

Wet have made one “ Germany,” 

* fk 

One “ i^eutohlandj” firm and free^ 

And otJr civil sk^fes lire^dumb. 

0 



OF *7HE GERMAN SOLDIERS IN AhSkdk 

T^ie© also, fighting sore, 

Ankle>deep in German gore, 

r 

We’ve won. Ah! Brother dear, 
Thou art German—dost thou hear? 
They shall never part us more. 

Who made this song of mine ? 

Two comrades by the Ehine 
A Suabian mam begafx it, 

And a Pomeranian sang it| 

Hi Alsace, overj^he Rhine. 


4 



3ScrUn.-^be Sixteenth of /ibarcb. 

[On the Burial of the Emperor William. ] 

r\ 


Thunder of Funeral Guns'! ' 

4 

Deep, sad Bells !' wijh your boom; 

K r ■ 

Sorrowful voices of Soldiers and Folk ’ 

i» 

C 

Whom lay ye here in the Tomb ? 


Whom ? ” the Cannons reply— 

Baying like Dogs of War 
Whbsei Master is gone on a path unknown 
“ Oar Glory, and Lord, and Star! ” 


( 


K 


‘*'.William, Kaiser and King, 

Fox' him oifr iron throats yell; 
Vjctor we hailed him on many a field, 
^ We make^’to his so^i farewtj^j! ” 



feRLm!—THE SIXTEENTH OF MARCH? 

» 

“<Whoni ? ” say the slow-i^inging bells— 
“ JiVilliam, pious and dear! 

Ofttimtfs he knelt to the King of Kings 
Where now he lies on his bier! ” 


“ He’took from his God atone 
The Crown of the Fatherland; 

And now he hath given it back undftnmea 
To Death’s all-mastfrfifl hand! ” 


“ Whom ? ” shout the*se{ried ranks— 
Guardsmen and Jagers gnd alli— 

“ ij^e lordliest Lord and the kingliest King • 
That ever faised battle-call t” 


“ ^t his word we thi^nged to ^e Field, 
Sure of success to betide; 

Sure that the Kaiser would ^ht ftr peace, 
Sure of Heaven on our side!'’« 


Whom ? ” sigh women and men, 

• • 

I And fair-hair«d Gerfnai^ boys, 

^nd girls, with e^es <^^his cornflower’s hu^, 
“ F<jp our F^her ^e raise our voice! ” 



40 , BERLIN.—THE SIXTEENTH OF MARCrf' 

e 

“ William the Epiperor dead! 

Lo! he made us one Land! 

Thanks to him and his chosen chiefs^ 

■ 

Strong and secure we stand! ” 


“ Steadfast from )?irth death, 

Whatso was Right he wrought! 

£aty he loved, and his people, and home! 

Now to dust h^ is brought! ” 

‘ \ 


Thunder c^f Funeral Griins! 

^ We iiear you wit^i English ears; 

In English feasts it echoes-rsad bells!, 
This tiding your tolling bears I 

« 

Warriors, ^alwart an A fierce I 
' Wp see you are tender and true; 

We a,re con^e 'of a kindred blood, we share 
This sorrow, to-day, wi^ you 1 

Folk'of the Fatherland! 

, f: 

Our hearts for yotir grief are fain! 

God guard your Kaiser Frederick, 


% 

And give ye good days again I 


c , 





f)eco an^ Xeander* 


-M- 


Sing, Muse! the signal lamp, gleaming ab»ve, * 
That lit the nightly swimmer^ toJiis L^ve j 
The unseen pathway of the silent tide * ^ 

That bore the liridegroora to^his watchful brrde ; 
The salt-soaked marriage robes, the moj^t embrace 

Abydos’t Jim, and Sestos, Hero’s place; 

< 

Longjing Leander, oj the black wavei^ crest, 

% 

Eyeing^the light that led io Hero’s breast 
Kind light—^Love’s aster !—which the mighty Jove 
Might well have taken to tA orbs aboife, 

And set it shining in the spangled sky 
To be Love's star of all Heaven’s company ; 

Seeing it was the planelJ of their bliss, , 

The glittering summons to the Sleepless kissy*^ 

Till .the hard tempest ended him and thi^. 

Help, then, high Muse! and teach me how to siii^^ 
Leander’s death, and Him*p’s extinguishing. 



44 HERO AND LEANDER 

f 

> 

Sestos and white Abydos—citifes twain—r, 
Fronted each other over Helle’s main; 

f.' 

And there God Eros, setting notch to {string, 
"bounded two bosoms with one shaft-shooting, 
A maiden’s and a youth’s—Leander he,,, 

And lovely Hero, Sostos’ sweetest, she; ' > 

f 

She of her town, and he of his, the boast; 

A noble 'i)air ! If ever to that coast 

Thou wendest, as^ for ^Hero's tower, and come 

Where rhe Love’s lighthouse nightly did illume 

t C' 

Inquire for white Al^dps, too, and muse 
Where youn," Leander life and love did lose; 
But, now to tell how he fair Hero loved, 

(4.nd 4ow the up aid to dote on him was moved, o 


' * f 

Honey-swdet Hero, oi a princely race. 

Was priestess to Queen Venus in that place; 

( 

And at her father’s tower, by the sea set— 
Herseli' a Queen of Love, thcyngh maiden yet— 
Hvelt j yet, for modesty and gracious shame, 
She never to fne citv markets came: 

No-’ mingled at the vintage in the dance, 

I ^ ^ ' ' 

Lest envious eyes upon her paoh should gianee 


ij 



JIERO AND LEANDER. 

For evil^nes will flout at fairer faces,— 

•^t ever, in the holy temple-spaces, 

She worihipp^ foam-bom Venus, Queen above. 
And* Eros eke, the tiny Lord of Love, 
B^pi^hing^that she might unscathed go; 

Yet none tlfb more ’scaped she deliciou^woe. 


It was the time of the great offering 
Made with high pomp at Ses|;os«iii the* spring 
To Venus and Adonis, and each year 

I 

A merry crow^ did come frqpa far and near 

9 

To keep tins feast: all they 4^hat have tjieir home 

Upon theTOunded islets ringecl with foam ^ 

In Mevmora and wqptward;—Hoemc^y, 

» * 

And Cyprus, sent them, and the Cretan se^b; 
Oyth^g^ ^Phrygia, Libanus with these 
The nigher towns and citiea swarmed Tike bees^ 

To see the show; but most of all the youth :— 
Ever they throng where feasts are!—tell truth, 
*Tia not, methinks, the Shrine which drawg them so. 
To see the maidens those light*pilgrims go! • ^ 


And Hero, eke, went up ui^to the shrine, 

• • . • • 


Her fa!be of alabaster%ll a-shine 
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Like the pure moon when first it Swims the^ky; 
Nathless her cheek was touched with tender dye 
Such as new rose-buds have—not whit^ nor^ed, 
But sunlit-snow: in sooth you would have said 
She was all made of rose-leaves, she did iy;i(^* 

So fair and fine under her thin gown’s fldw, 

t 

Such ^ rose-leaf arms! such roseate shonl^gj^s! 
• see! 

I 

Of old, they said, ijhe Gj-aces were but three;' 

Yet eaclj^swee^ charm of Hero, as it seemed, 

With love-spells of a hu^^dred Graces Reamed. 
Well was sh^woi-thy to«be Venus’ maid! ^ 


And even as she walked—stately and staid* 
Lit:er a goddess than a priestess, fair 
Beyond the fairest—Her^, unaware. 

Took aireyas after her : no youth that day 
But his heart^beat as Hero passed that way^ 
Wishing sugh heavenly beauty his might be. 


Thus, up the steps to \)he great Temple, she 
Drew still *che loqks, «the thoughts, the ^ghs of 


men; 


And one among the strangers \^hispered then ?■ 
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“ Gods!—town IVe seen, and Sparta’s 

dames, 

• # 

Whose^ charms make wars and give the world to 

- 

flames; 

^y^ev^r^saw I one that could compare 
With form«so goddess-like and/ace so fare;— 

Queen Venus’ sure hath made the youngest Grace 
Her minister this mom ! oh, happy place • * 

Which owns her! I could ^az« pntif I die! 

Would Zeus but grant me Hero, not Jiis sky 
Could tempt ^ne to a wfsh I would not b'e 
A God, so Hero were but wife to me! ^ 

Since sh^s sacred and past Aortal prayet, 

Heaven send me s(^n a woman hal^o fair.”^ 

Thus he, and others passioned otherwise, 

* . & * * 

Heart-stricken by the lighf of Hero’s •eyes. 


But thou, Leander! when those bil^ht eyes shor 

One instant on thee, oS the youths alone^— * 

_ • 

Beyond wild words, beyond foftd wishes—felt 

• _ 

The heart within thee^by love’s magA nfelt. * 

Others to win her wafted many a sigh. 

He alane Tmew that ke mus?\ave or (fie. 
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All senses senseless with strange deep delight 
Left thrilling, when her silken lashes sanlc, ^ 

And veiled the perilous glory his eyes drank. 

What lightning strikes, in sooth, like a faiif^face^, 

o What arrow pierces like a woman’s grace ? 

^ ( 

’Tis the eyes slay, thence dy the subtle darts 
Which deal swift wounds and hurt unguarded hearts. 
* So with Lean(fer; ^n- his bhsom strove 
Passion ^with ^ama, and fear with forward love: 

He trembled, and then l^ushed to trenSble so; 

And vexed a^, blushing, straight did venturous grow ; 
Ero^ at his heart’s ear whispering amain Vi 
To ky^ shame bV and speak: so was he fain 
To steal a little closer, till he stood > ^ 

Foot to foot with her: then in daring mood 

Sidelong he glanced and murmured half a word, 

\ 

And checkffd it to a sigh, itself half heard: 

Glance, wor(^ and sigh so tender-timid were, 

Their silent speaking could not anger her; 

\ t. 

Nay, but it pleased! that gentle stratagem 


To tell the lovb which burned so plain in him; 

( Q ^ 

And seeming to see naught, she saw, and bent 

' ^ ^ f 

Her sweet head ik>m him—no. in discontent-; 
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*And se|ining*ziot*to hear, she heard, and sighed 
A little silver sigh of pleasured pride; 

By sigiis unjritting giving him to know 
It was not anger set her cheeks a-glow; 

tnm|d, ashamed of nothing;—bnt the boy 
Knew that'she knew, and all his hearUwas joy. 


- So, while he lingered, one slight word tti winj 
Day—nigh to setting—drev^ his glories in; 

And shadow-loving Hesperus shone high, < 

• * • • • 

A speck of splendour on the violet sky: 

Whereat, 1 -the, merry crowd tbiq^ening; for home- 
With desperate courage closer hath he come; 

So elose, he touched her rosy opened hand, , 
Heaviftg a deep breath, plain to understated; 

And she^ as one an angered, drew it in, 

Bnt so that he might see ’twas no great sin; 
Then, bolder, by her stole he took the nmid, 

And drew imploring, towards the Temple's shade; 
Whereat, with pretty ftown and faltering feet. 
She followed, while she said, in chiding swe^t 


r 

“ S^, are you m^ad ? how dare you hold me 80 '."^ 
Leave •plucking at mf gown, and let me go I 
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o* 


If those who loved me saw, ’twould cost you <^ear; ^ 
Besides, I am a holy priestess here, 

O 

Vowed to Queen Venus! are you not aO:aid c 
To stay me so, and I, an honest maid ? ” 




r» 


Thus, as the manirer of all maidens is, 

Her spft lips rated, though her heart was his 
And*he by love’s quick instinct knew it so. 

And let her dear dekcio^is accents flow 
In angeit musical, for when maids scold, 

With looks that pardon,flovers may be bold: 

But when sh^ ceased and stood, he bent his head 

1 ) W* \ ' 

Olos^ to her pearly fragrant napej and saia^ 

Y^itk Ijps whicl^* trembled like hi^ trembling hew’t, 


O 


“ Oh, Maid!—oh. Marvel!—if of earth thou art 

r ' c 

And not a goddess, not cfivine—to me 
Pallas or C'^theraea thou might’st be ! 

I 

Art thou not ^sprung indeed of heavenly birth ? 
Scarce dare, I deem thee deniaen of earth! 

i 

''' h 

But if of earth, ah, me! how godlike then 
He who be^bt ?hee, of all mortal men! 

Hoti' happy beyond happy mothers she ^ 

Who bore and nursed thee, swi’et one, on her 'knee; 



HERO AND LEANDER. 
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•Aind if^f earth—^bh! be of earth, and hear 
pleading lips, my earnest humble prayer! 
Since tjjou yt Venus’ priestess, then take heed 
Th(au vex her not by cruel word and deed; 
£||yi,sJ^t*t|}on seem’st by reverencing this shrine, 
The glory fif thy Goddess should be thme j 
She Ij^eth not a votary cold and coy— 

Love is her worship, and her service joy: 

If thou would’st keep her teij^def, Jiigh decree, 

My earnest passion should not anger thee, 

• • 

Being so born for worship:.therefore thou. 

If thou los’st Venus, listen to m^now.# 

Dear servant of this temple—1 am thine! 

As thou dost pray, J pray ; ah! the*, incline—• 
As thdh dost ask thy goddess—pitying ea|s 
Unto this suppliant sad wi^h hopes and fears, 
Wounded by love, and captive at thy feet, 

As when, with wand of gold, Hermes th* fleet 
Brought Hercules—the strongest that could be— 
Meek to the footstool of Queen OmpI^lij.» 

Me Aphrodite, and not Heimes, sent; 

Think l^w thy goddesg madef th^ one repent 
Arcad|pn Atalanta, she who vowed ^ 

To die*a maid, rejectifig—colS and proud— 
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Hippomenesj and y^t it did befall * 

I ‘ • 

She grew to love him—heart, soul, mind, and all; 

^ O • 

Yea! even to frenzy—whom she did not'.ioveu 
Oh, Sweet! be wise, nor Venus’ anger move.”' 


O 


', So, with soft flood bf loving argument, 

From ?oy reserve to yielding thoughts he bentc^ 

The maiddh’s mind; but she, as maidens will, 
Albeit convinced at-lStearS, stood speechless still; 

r 

Her lustiPms eyes upon the ground fast set, 

r . ^ ' 

. And hot face turned to hide the blush on it. 

J^ow with one-sands l-tip the grass she beaK 

V ♦ 

Now drew it back, close-wrapped from head tp feet, 
N<)ught answering; yet all these were sig^fif> tc 

s 

ble?s, ^ 

I 

And silence—well he kne,w—is woman’s yes^,; 

. / 

She, too, was hurt with Flros’ fatal dart; 

His soft flame flickered in her virgin heart; 

f 

Spite of herself it fluttered with delight ^ 

i 

To mark hor; fa^r he was—hoW bold—how bright; 

‘ ^ 

And, while her eyes stole from the ground to his 
And back again, he, stood ’tween woe and bli^^s. 
Devouring still, with gaze she did ^ot check, ^ 

The flower-bright flushing of her face and necS; 
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•TQl at Jilie laet sHe found some breath to speak, 

' ( * 

.While, pearl by pearl, tears glimmered down her* 
•cheefc. ' 


•^wlSrien^! were I marble, I must answer thee. 

Who taught thee such deep eloijuence ? Ah^J 

_ me! 

^ • 

* 'A 

Who brought thee hither, and procured iw paifi ? 

For all these sweet things s{i,id«, 5 e said in vain. 

How should a stranger—never seen or knqpn— 

Win me in marriage—I^would be won ?.* 

Th(Ju coi^d’st not ask me openl;^ for \^re, 

My parents would not give me j and ’twCTe ri^ i 
With untold dangers if you lingerq^ here 
To m%et me secretly; for all is ear. 

All eye in Sestos! Things in silence done 
Are said next morning at'*f;he marke?-8tone. 

But tell me—and tell true—what town#s ^liine, 

And whence thy birth and name?*,Thou knowest 
Inine, 

Hero of Sestos; yonder is my home, 

In tha^ tall tower wljpse foot st|nds*inT;he ioam; 

' 4 

And^here I dwell alone—but for one slave— 

^ . • 

Outsfde the walls, over the breaking wave; 
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Having no neighbour but the rolling sen! 
No song but his rude music! none to be 
Friend or companion! all the seasons thftre 

ti 

" The thunder of the mournful main I hear.” 


f 

r 


So much she said-^then stayed herself,*and drew 
The gqwn before her cheek to hide its hue, 

And chid herself for speaking, sore ashamed: 

f 

But he—rejoiced because her words proclaimed 

r 

Hope of Ijfce prize—went meditating hard 

♦ ^ © f' 

How he should run to win the dear reward. 

« 

^or Love hath, many, wiles to heal the heanb 
Ofithftse that bleed with his unshunned dart; 

And, •of,himself, ViH counsel otlb aj5brd 
To those o^whom th’ Almighty Boy is Lord: 

c 

So to Leander’s heart he whispered low 
A way to bliss, albeit the end was woe. 


V 

“Sweet! for''thy love,” he cried, “ thesea I’d 
, cleave, , 

'”*^1 ’ • • 
Thodgh ‘foam were fire, and waves with flame did 

heave'; 

'i feaV not billows if they bear to thee; 


Nor tremble at the hiss'n^ of the sea! 
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m 

•And I yill come—oh! let me come—each night, 
gwimming the swift flood to my dear delight: 
For white AJjydos, where I live, doth front 
Thy city here, across our Hellespont. 

thing, set thine own lamp on high. 
To.shine at evening through the dark’ljng sky, 
And \ will be Love’s ship—my pilot-star 
That beam, whereto, oaring my way afar,# 

1 shall not see Bootes, nor I^is w%in. 

And bright Orion will be bright in vain. ^ 

Only take heed, Dear, of the winds, and shield 


The'lightjp that when I toilf by waves goncealed, 
It be not quenched by any envious blast,* 

Lest I go down—% ship and ventui^ lost: 
Sweetheart! do this: my name if thon d^st sue, 
I am Leander, Hero’s lover true.” 


Nothing she answered, save by one s^ft kiss. 
Which sealed the contract of their suj^deu bliss; 
Then lip to lip they flighted faith for hfe * 

He to be husband leal, she loving wife, 

Albeitfunwed ; and %!so did agjee 

Thaig, she should light the lamp, he swin! ^the 


sea. 
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' \ -I 

All which deep bargain being got by heart, , 

With lingering words and looks they tore apart,— 
She tx» her tower; he through the gathering gloom. 
Noting the landmarks, joyfully is come 

■r 

Down to the beach, and ships with th’ otl^prs theetb * 

For white Abydos, with its ramparts fair f 

$ 

Then waits till night gives him his ne^-w^on 
'•'brii?.e, 

And Hero watches pn tl\e other side. 


Soon o^er the sky Eve\purple curtains creep, 

e _ ^ 

To all but yoipag Leandeabringing sleep: i’ 

He, when tfne darkness*deepened, eager stood 

\ > 

Bgsida the white'^paarge of the roljing flood, 

His eyes quick-searching through the hollow nlt^t 
To see the first flash of his lady’s light; 

Far-shining ligiit, that gleams to make him blest! 
Dear lighit, that guides to Hero’s beating breast! 

f 

She, when the darkness covered land and sea^ 
Kindled her lamp, and set it. ' Instantly 
Love* with that spark lighted Leander’s soulj 
Eager he hailed the beam; yet,loud did roll 
The thundering breakers on the shingly shore ;-jr- 
The first wave something chillecf;—but love is faor© 



• HERO AND LEANDER. 


57 


^Th^n ^ar; he laid his outer ^arb aside, 
^^d spake unto himself by the cold tide: 


Awfiil is love, and dreadful is the sea, 

’mi i^ve i^ more than water unto me ; 

And this that bums is stronger than much brine : 
Thinlf most of Eros, foolish heart of mine! 

Care not for tumbling billows; let ua go 
Straight over them to Hero*; why shrink so ? 
Hast,thou foiTgotten th^t Queen Venus canje 
Forth from the floods, and *ev0r rules the same ? ” 

w • 


Then with both hands from off hisifair, smooth skin 
• • • • • 
He stripped his cloth, and tied his long locks in; 

And ran upon the reef, and sprang, and clove * 

The keen salt waves. So,'.swimming to his love, 

He stoered with face set hard where th^ rfly shone, 

Ship—pilot—rower—merchant, alt in one. 


Hero, the while, upon her turret-stair, 
6uarde|3.< the beacon-l|i,mp from gvery air; 
Spre%ding her gown that side and this, to keep 
The iJreezes^off; but when, from the deep. 
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* 

€‘ 

Leander, breathless, came safe to the strand, ^ 

Down flew she to the sea-gate—oanght his hand— r 

r 

In gladness past all words, her white arms ili»ng 
.1 ^ ® 
Bound him, and on his heaving bosom hung; 

•) 

And led him from the cold and foamy beagh 
f,Up to her tower; and when her room they reach, 
She w\ped his ivory body clean of brine. 

And look the salt smell ofl* with unguents fine, 

I 

Stained with rose-e«sences and scented rare, 

V 

And thei^ she clothed him in her long dark hair, 

Yet panting from his yoynge; while in his ear 

^he poured th^ise dulcet accents :— 

« 


“ Husband 5ear! 

Sore thou hast toiled, as never none save thee, r 
Battling the ha'rid deep, /:o come to me; 

Forget upon my lips the wave’s harsh taste,, 

The fierce sea-ujofisters and the roaring waste; 

The port is reached ! Anchor, dear ship! ahd have 
Tfie (goods you shiiled for in your Hero’s love.” 


^th that soft leave he loosed her virgin zonp, 

* ‘ ‘ t' . 

And took her—^pure an(^ perfect—for his own. 
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•No ma|p’iage-€'ite*no festal-dan<^ was there, 
j^one raised the hymn to Here for the pair; 

No nu|M)ial>tiprches blazed around the bed, 

Th« meriy long procession was not led; 

Ijp site hymenseal blessing spoke. 

No tender Another “ Hymen ” did invoke ; 

But Silence spread their wedding-couch; and^she 
Drew the close curtains of their ecstasy ; • 

The Night wore all her starsy gems of pride, 

To be bridesmaiden to that peerless bride;, 

Hesper kept watch, and lingered over long, 

Leslf Davfn should find him tjiere, ^nd do then^ 
wrong. 

Dawn never saw Lgander! ere ’twa% grey 
To stifl Abydos’ walls he made his way, 

Full of love’s comfort, but insatiate yet; 

• *’* 

While Hero in her turret did forget 

All things save him—in that one day of*life 

Changed soul and body, grown from inaid to wife ; 

^ * 

And mightily did eaclf on either shore 
Pray dusk to come and daylight to be o m. - 

Thus many a summer night they met unseei 
'And Ifad great bliss of love fjpm Venus queen 
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C ' • 

But no joy long endureth, and not long' 

$ 

Lived theirs, the gentle lovers of my song; 

For Winter came apace, with snow and irost^ , ^ 
And wild storms whistling np and down >-the 
coast: 

* \ 

,,Lashed to its^epths 'ohe tortured ocean shrank, 
While the wind drove its billows, rank on ranj^, 
Scourgmg’'their crests milk-white; all sailors then 

Drew up their ships Sipon the shore, for men 

- 

Fear theifierce winter and the furious sea; 

But no fear, young Leander, hindered thee! 

^ t 

^Aft oft as Hei^ shovf.ed the guiding light Vi 
So ofit, through storm, and foam, and murky night, 
Svam tie with ^eadfast passion to that guide, ».• 
Daring thp dangers of the sweeping tide. 

Ah ! Hero, wherefore call o’er such a sea ? 

* 

Too fond thou wert; too bold and faithful he! 

Thou should'st have left unlit thy lamp of love, 

And waited ti’l kind spring made green the grove; 
Bjiit love and fafe compelled Her! so, o’ercome, 
She^'set her light, and lured him to his doom. 

.Tiiere came one night, the wildest of the ye§T, 

* ‘ ‘ • 

When the wind smote (like edge of hissing spear, 

^ j » _• 
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' ' to * 

*Atid pal© breakers thundered on the beach; 

^hile in mid-sea Leander toiled to reach 

The fa* off ha'^en of his Hero’s breast. 

Soie-tossed he was from raging crest to crest; 

Sijlow on|billow rolled, the great seas roared 

Furiqpsly leaping to the clouds', which)poured 

Sleet ^nd brine back, with scream of winds that met 

Midway from all the quarters:—Eurus sefe * 

1 

His blast against the West^Wicid; Notus blew 

0 

His cheeks to bursting, Boreas to subdue. 

Ceaseless the tumult o^ th?, tempest was, 

#‘ 

And youtfg Leander in its dnids|, alasjj 
Battling th’ inexorable bitter sea. 

Called on the god^in his calamity.,’ 

L , 

To foSm-born Yenus many a prayer he m^ade, 

And oft the name of great Poseidon said; 

And oft grim Boreas he did implore 
For Orithyia’s sake to help him o’er. 

Nothing he gained! Fate was too stjong for Love! 
The chill spray-laden’Storm beat him above; ^ 

Below, the monstrous buffets of the sea 
Strucfcijbhe strength ^om him ;^,till,*all*helplessly, 

I ^ 

His&et dropped down, relinquishing the strife" 
Thouil|^h his poor hands kep^feebly on for life. 
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O’er lip and nostril now the salt waves ■cloml^,,; 
Gasping for breath, he breathed but choking foam; o 
Yet gleamed that light, and still he strcwe for' shore: 
' Sudden—a cruel gust blew!—all was o’er! 

* O 

The gust extinguished Hero’s lamp; the ¥,ea 
Hid young Lcander and his agony. 

Hero, when that he came not, watched all night, 

< 

Into the darkness siraining hard her sight; 

r 

And morping breaking—and no sign of him— 

K O I 

With aching heart she scanned the sea-face dim, 

o f 

Fearing to look, because that lamp went oiit. 

He wjgis no^; there ! but, casting still about, 

L©!—• ati the turret’s foot his body* lay, o 

Boiled on the stones, and soaked with broking 
spray 

She rent her ro'be upon her, and leaped down 
Headlong, distracted, from the turret’s crown. 

I 

There on his cprpse she breathed her dying breath; 
And, linked,in life, those two-were one in death. 



Zbc ifeast of asetebajjar. 

frhis poexn gained the Newdigate Prize in the^Uuivftraity of 
Oxford in 1853.) 

-K— 

V • « 

Not by one portal, o» one path alone 
God^b holy messages to mej are Ijnown; 
Waiting the glances of ^is awful eyes 
Silver-winged Seraphs do hiuHcmbassi^s ;* 

&.nd stars interpreting his high behest 

the 

The rolling thunder and the raging sea 
Speak the stem purpose of the De’j;y, 

And storms beneath and rainbow hues above 
Herald his angei“or proclaim his lave: 

The still small voices of the summer day, 

Tke red Sirocco^and the breath* of*May/ 

^he lingering harmony in Ocean shells, 

The fairy musid of the ^eadow bells, 


failing breast: 


Guide the lone feet and glad 





THE FEAST OF BELSHAziAR. 


Earth and void Air—Water and" wasting ^lame 
Have words to whisper, tongues to tell his 


name. 

Once—with no cloak of careful mystery 
Himself was herald of his own decree; ^ 

The hand that edicts on the marble dr6w 

d 

Graved the stern sentence of their scorner too. 
Listen ^nd learn! Tyrants have heard the tale, 
And turned from hearing terror-struck and pale j 

V 

Spiritless captives sinking with the chain 
Have read this page ard taken heart again.— 


From sunlight unto starlight trumpets told 
Her King’s C 9 mmand in Babylon the old, 
From sunlight unto starlight, west and east, 

j 

A thousand satraps girt them for the feast, 
And reined their chargers to the palace hall 
Where K,ing Belshazzar held high festival: 

A pleasant palace under pleasant skies 
With cloistered courts and gilded galleries. 
And gay kiosk and painted balustrade 
For winter terraces and summer shade; 

By court and terrace, minaret and dome, 
Euphrates, rushing i rom his mountain home, 
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V Best^ his rage, and curbed bjs crested pride 
, To belt that palace with his bluest tide; 

Broad-frooited bulls with chiselled feathers barred 

0 

la. silent vigil keeping watch and ward, 

^Giasits qf granite wrought by cunning hand 
Guard in*the gate and frown upon t^ land: 

Kor Rummer’s glow nor yellow autumn’s glare 
Pierced the broad tamarisks that blossoiAed t£ere; 
The rqoonbeam darting through their leafy screen 
Lost.half its silver in the softened green, , 

And fell with lessened lugtre^ broken light, 
Tracing€aint arabesque of darl^ and i^hite; 

Or dimly tinting on the graven stones < 

The pictured ann§ls of Chaldsean tJLrones.-^ ' 

a 

TheJfe, from the rising to the setting dajj 
Birds of bright feather sang the light away, 

And fountain waters on the palace-Hoor 
Made even answer to the river’s roar, • 

Rising m silver from the crystal well 
And breaking into spangles as the^ fell, 

Though now ye heard them not—for far along* 

* Bang hhe broad chorus of the ]2anquet*song. 

And sounds as gentle, echoes soft as these 
Died out of hearing from tffi revelries. 


E 
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High on a throne of ivory and’ gold, 

From crown to footstool clad in purple fold, 
Lord of the east from sea to distant s^ 

^he king Belshazzar feasteth royally:— 

e 

And not that dreamer in the desert cavg 
Peopled hi^.paradiee with pomp as bra^e. 
Vessels of silver, cups of crusted gold ^ 
Blush with a brighter red than all they hold ; 
Pendulous lampsjike planets of the night 

e 

Flung pn the diadems a fragrant light, 

f ••• ^ 

Or slowly swinging in the midnight sky 

C 

Gilded the ,^ipple^8 as they glided by:— 0 
eArvJ sweet and sweeter rang the cittern-string 
{■Soft ^s the beating of a SeraphJ^s wing, o 

And swjft and swifter in the measured danc% 

r -• 

The tresses gather and the sandals glance. 

And bright and brighter at the festal board 
The flagons bubble and the wines are poured. 
No lack of goodly company was there, 

It 

No lack of laughing eyes to* light the cheer; 
I^m Dara trooped they, from Daremma’s grove 
The suns 6f liattle and the moons of love: o 

< (j ' 

From where Arsissa’s silver waters sleep 

'■ ' I / ^ 1, ,■ 

To Imla’s marshes and the inland deep ; 
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• * 

• From pleasant Calali and from ^ittacene 
JThe horseman’s captain and the Harem’s queen. 


Jt seemed no snmmer-cloud of passing woe 
^oul^ its shadow on so fair a show: 

It seemed ^he gallant forms that feastqid there 
Were all too high for woe, too great for care: 
Whence came the anxious eye, the altered ton^, 
The dull presentiment no h^artiT^onld own, 
That ever changed the smiling to a si*gh 
Sudden as sea-bird flasfiing from the sky:— 

It isrnot that they know the spooler w^its 
Harnessed for battle at the brazen gates,* 


It not that they Jiear the watchn^^n’s call ^ 
Mark*the slow minutes on the leaguered wall; 

The clash of quivers and the ring of spears 

. • % 

Make pleasant music in a soldier’s ears. 

And not a scabbard hideth sword to-nig^t 
That hath not glimmered in the fron?/)f fight:— 
May not the blood in every beating vein* * 

' Have quick foreknowledge of tlie coming pain ? 
Even assthe prisoned silver,*, dead and (fumb* 
Shriiyts at cold Winter’s footfall ere he come.— 

^ The guicksilver in the tube of the thermometer. 
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V 0 

The king hath felt it and the heaH’s unrest« 

'• e 


Heaved the broad purple of his belted breast; 
Sudden he speaks—“ What! doth tin* heeded 
‘ juice 

s 

I , 

Savour like hyssop that ye scorn its use ? 

C 

Wear ye so pitiful and"sad a soul 

That tramp of foeman scares ye from the bowl 

Think ye th« gods on yonder starry floor 


Tremble for terror, wien’the thunders roar? 

f 

Are we not gods? have we not fought with 
God*^? 

r • 

^nd shall we stiver ^t a robber’s nod ? 

No-u-1^ them batter till*the brazen bars 
Ring merry mocking of their idle yars; 

Their fall is/ated for to-morrow’s sun, 

( 

The lion rouses when his feast is done: 

/ • 

Crown me a cup—and fill the bowls we brought 
From Judah’s,±emple when the fight was fought— 
Drink, till the meiiy madness fill the soul 
To Salernos conqueror in Salern’t, bowl— 

Each Irom' the goblet of a God shall sip 
And J udah’s j^l^ tread heavy on the lip.” * « 


He rever drinks » 

But Timon's silver treads upVn bis lip.”—S hak. Tit. Andr, 

4 I 
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fft 

Th| last loud* answer dies along the line, 

The last light babble bursts upon the wine; 

V 

His ^ger Jips are on the jewelled brink, 

Hath the cnp poison that he doubts to drink ? 
,Ib there ^ spell upon the sparkling gold, 

That so Bis fevered fingers quit theirJiold ? 
Whom sees he where he gazes ? what is there 
Freezing his vision into fearful stare ? 

_ I 

Follow his lifted arm and Jigktfid eye 

And watch with them the wondrous mystery.— 


Theref cometh forth a hand—upon,jbhe stone, 
.Graving the symbols of a speech unknown; , 
Fingers like mor|jp.l fingers—leaving there^ • 
The’blank wall flashing characters of fe^r;— 

And still it glideth silently and slow, 

• a 

And still beneath the spectral letters grow— 
Now the scroll endeth—now the seal set— 
The hand is gone—the record tarriej^ yet. 


As one who waits the warrant of his death,* 
With ipale lips pai’ted and .with bricllefl breath— 

k 

They watch the sign, and dare not turn to se^ 
Their fear reflected in their^fellows’ cheek— 
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But stand as statues where the life ts none, 

c 

Half the jest uttered—half the laughter done— 
Half the flask empty—half the flagon popred,-^- 
' Each whei’e the phantom found him at the board 

o 

Struck into silence—as December’s moon , 

<J 

Ourbs the quiq^ ripples into crystal swoonV 


Wifn wand of ebony and sable stole 
Chaldfea’s wisest scap^the^ spectral scroll: 

Strong in the lessons of a lying art 
Each comes to gaze, but g^zes to depart': 

r 

And still for rqvstic sign and muttered speK 
The graven betters guard their secret well: 
Glqamrthey for wjjirning—glare they to condemn-^ 
God speaketh,—but he speaketh not for them.-^ 


Oh! ever, when the happy laugh is dumb. 

All the joy gone, and all the anguish come— 

< 

When strong ad\^ersity and subtle pain 

o 

Wring the sajd soul and rack the throbbing brain— 

^ ( 

Wheil friends once faithful, hearts once all our own 
Leave us‘to weep, to blee^ and die alone— o 

I I 

Wheri fears and cares the lonely thought employ 

r (■ 

And clouds of sorrow hide the sun of joy ; 
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•WLea jreary life* Kreathing reluctant breath 

* « 

JIath no hope sweeter than the hope of death ;— 
Then t^e bei^t counsel and tbe last relief 
Toflcheer the spirit or to cheat the grief, 

She only*galm, the only comfort heard 

Comes in flie music of a womaij's word. 

•* 

like beacon-bell on some wild island-shore, 

Silverly ringing in the tempest’s roar, 

Whose sound borne 8hipwaj;d through the midnight 
gloom 

Tells of the path, and tarn| her from her dt)om. 

So in the silence of that a\f ful hour • 

Wljen baffled magic mourned its p^ed power— 
Whe<f kings were pale and satraps shook for fear 
A woman speaketh—and the wisest hear. 

j 

She—the high daughter of a thou*sadd thrones 

Telling with trembling lip and tirr\id tones* 

• * 

Of him the Captive, in the feast for^t, 

«... • t 

Who readeth visions-rhim, whose wondrous? lot 

t • * 

Sends him to lighten doubt and lessen gloom, 

‘And gtjpe undazzled on the,days to Corae— • 

Dlli^el the- Hebretv, such his name and race, 

Held by a monarch hi^^es?%li his grsJbe, 
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\ ' 

r 

* I 

He may declare—^Oh !—bid theifa quickly sepd, 

^ ft * 

So may the mystery have happy end! 

Calmly and silent as the fair full moon , 

Comes sailing upward in the sky of Jnne^ 

■ Fearfully as the troulbled clouds of night 
Shrink from before the coming of its light— 

So througn the hall the Prophet passed along, 

So from before hint fell the festal throng. 

• t 

' sf 

By broke^n wassail-cup, and yrine o’erthrown 
Pressed he still onward f6r the monarch’s throne: 

f. 

cHis spirit failtd him not—his quiet eye 
Lost ^ot its light for earthly maj esty; 

His hpvwas steaGy and his accent' clear, 

“ T^e king hath needed me, and I am here/’— -5 


“ Art thou the Prophet ? read me yonder scroll 

i 

Whose undeciphered horror daunts my soul— 
There shall be guerdon for tha, grateful task, 

‘ . u,-. 

Fitted for me to give, Tor thee to ask— 

} 

A chain- to deck thee—and a robe to grace, o 

/ * 

<rhint) the third throne and thou the thir^ 
place.”'' e''' 
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• He heard--anti * turned Mm where the lighted 

t . > " 

wall 

_ > 

Diming the^red torches of the festival, 

Ch^ged on the sign with steady gaze and set, 

.^nd lie ^o quailed not at a kingly threat 

s 

Bent the tfue knee and bowed ^e silvgr hair, 

For that he knew the King of kings was there : 
Then nerved his soul the sentence to unfold, 

While his tongue trembled ^t th^ tale it told— 

And never tongue shall echo-tale as strange 
Till that change cometh* jvljich must never change. 


“ Keep for thyself the guei^on and the gold^- 
Wh^bt God hath graved, God’s propljJjt must unfol<3,; 

Could*not thy father’s crime, thy father’s fate 

% 

Teach thee the terror thou hast learnt too late— 

• «. 

Hast thou not read the lesson of his life, 

Who wars with God shall strive a losing; strife ? 

His was a kingdom mighty as thine qjvn, 

The sword his sceptre and the earth his Jjhrohe— 
The nations trembled when his awful eye 
Gave to#them leave to^live or doom to dte— * 

The Lord of Life—the Keeper of the grave, 

His frown could wither and Ms smile could save— 
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Yet when his heart was hard, his Spirit higl] 

* ^ ^ ^ 

God drave him from his kingly majesty, 

Far from the brotherhood of fellow meij; 

To seek for dwelling in the desert den; 

Where the wild asses feed and oxen roanj^ 

He sought h}^ pasture and he made his Ifome, 
And bitter-biting frost and dews of night ^ 
Schdbled him in sorrow till he knew the right, 
That God is ruler ^ftth^rulers still 
And setteth up the sovereign that He will. 

Oh! hadst thou treasure^j in repentant breast 

f- 

His pride ancj fall, Jiis penitence and rest,® 
And^bowei submissivi to Jehovah’s will, 

TiJhen. had thy s^ptre been a sceptre still. 

But thou hast mocked the majesty of heaven,' 

c 

And shamed the vessels to its service given; 


f. • 


And thou hast fashioned idols of thine own— 

Idols of gol^, of silver, and of stone; 

To them hast l^wed the knee, and breathed the breath, 
And th'fey ujust help thee in the hour of death.* 

Wo4* for the sign unseen, the sin forgot, 

God w&R anlbng ye, ^and ye knew it not! 

‘ Heat what He sayeth thus, ‘ Thy race is run, j,. 

The years are numbevCQ and the days are done, 
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» 

soul hath moatited in the scale of fate, 

.The Lord*hath weighed thee and thou lackest weight j 
Now in ^liy palace porch the spoilers stand, 

To seize thv sceptre, to divide thy land.’ ” 

He ended-*-and his passing foqjb was l^ard, 

But none made answer, not a lip was stirred— 

• • 

Mute the free tongue and bent the fearless hrow,^ 
The mystic letters had their ipeaiipg now! 

Soon came there other sound—the clash of steel, 

The heavy rin^ng of the*iron heel— 

The curse ijl dying, and the *foj life, ^ 

The storming voices of the battle strife.— 

That night they slew him on his father’s throne. 
The deed unnoticed and the hand unknown; 
Crownless and sceptreless Belshazzar lay. 

A robe of purple, round a form of clay. 
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^rhreo roses, wan as moonlight, and weighed down' 

Each with its Jove^inoss as with a crown, 

Drooped in a florist’s window in a town. 

Tlie first a lover bought. Jt lay at rest, * . . , 

c * ' 

Like flower on flower that night, on beauty's breast.. 

The second rose, as virginal and fair, 

Shrank in tfio tangles of a harlot’s hair. 

The third a widow, with new grief made wild, 

Shut in^the icy palm of her dead child. 

Aldrich, Flower and ^ 

I ’' . 

feESE Boses (in the world we do not see) 

Strove for tne palm. Thus spake the beauteous 
Tnree: 

I ^ 

I 

I 

THE MAIDEN’S KOSE. 

j 

I am the happiest flower. I lay 

Dyiog, as suits sweet blossoms h?s1i; 

* 

It was not pain to pass away ^ 

Upon her Tfarm and fragrant breast. 
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The three roses. 




h 1 


Blpssom on blossoms, so w| slept; 
odours richer with her breath, 
white leaves whitest where I crept 
Closer, to die delightful death. 

p 

1 lieasd her secrets, pure and soft; 

• • 

^ She kissed me, prayed for Mm,*and laid 
Efis gift where, since, his cheek full oft * • 

Nestles; he knows what words she said, 

• • • 

And how, when morn oped the bright eyes, 
. She locked me in a«casket close; 

I • 

Nothing can take away myiprize^ 

• • 

.The kiss she gave her faded Rose. 

• • 

The crown, fair sisters, I must hold ; 

I died upon that heavenly bed; 

She buried me in silk and gold f 
I made them lovers, being dead. 


THE WIDOW’S ROSE. 

I am the wisest Rose: there lay 
. dew-drop o^ me wher^ she shirt 
The little ice-cold palm, and put 
My blossom there to fa3l away. 



78 0 THE THREE ROSE^ 

t e 

It was a tear ,for her and me 

O 

That she should grieve, and I should go 

* 

Clasped in a hand that did not^know^ 

And set to eyes that could not see. 

Torn from my garden green and bright. 

As he too; first-bom of her spring, „ . 
Oace fiower-fair, now a lost, dead thing, 
Hidden withncfle in graveyard night. 

r ^ c, o 

But lo! it was not thus at all! 

I did not think that flowers could^^see 

r ^ 

The wonder of the worlds to be 
' "When the* poor leaves of this life fall. 

For while they wept, and sadly threw 

The black earth on our coffin-lid, 

( 

A light came there where we were hid, 

. I 

A wind breathed softer than I knew. <, 

There shine no sunbeams so on earth. 

There is no air blows in such wise 
As this that swept from Paradise, 

And turned grave-gloom to grace ^d mirth. 
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• THE THREE ROSES. 

I him rise unspeakably 
I saw how subtle Life receives 
^ New gifts from Death. It was but leaves— 
• Dead leaves—we left there, I and he. 


And clasped in that small hand I came— 
A spirit-Eose as he was spirit— 

The further marvels tp inhgrit 
Of Life, which is for all the same. 


Crown me, white sisters! • When sh% bent— 

ITiat tender mother by his gr%ve— 

* • * 

,’Twas I who, with a rose-waft gave 

The thought that filled her with content. 


THE HARLOT’S ROSE. • 

I was the blessed flower 1 Give back 
Tlhe crown, dear sisters! for y5u kck ' 
^ My joy—you! that her bosom bore; 
You they entomb*^ !-^%iy deeper lore* 



' THE THREE ROSES.* ' 

/ 

Twas sweet in^lovely death'to fade, 

Eose-blossom on rose-bosom laid; 

'Twas rare in grasp of Death, to sefa 

$ 

• / 

The flower of Life blow changeles^ly. 

/ 

But I, ijaost happy of all thre e, 

Eejoice for what he did to irie; 

‘Binding my bud on locks that rolled 
Their wasted .wealth in ripj.yed gold. 

\ 

f Co 

For loveless love hceset me the ape; 

With thankle'?s thanks she fcbund m^’ fair; 

< Laughed with sa^ eyes to 1 Uar him tell 

h f 

.The gold, with white and gi^een, “ went well. 

i 

We did our kind; she to besto^jy^ 

I . '» 

God’s grace in her rich beauty so>’' 

That good ^rew evil’l I to scent 
Her steps and be Sin’s ornament. 

c 

^ ' 

( 

' Yet ’twas my duty to seem sweet, 

8*06 hid such bitter bread to eat! 

I 0 

' She put me at her breast—I heard , ^ 

Her heart-beats '4>eaking, without word. 



rrHE THREE ROSES. 


•« juacli spring I pllicked sticli l^ng ago,” 

^he saiS-^“ Ah, God! if we could grow 
Clean Jike qpring-roses—white again— 
Forgetting last year’s rain and stain! ” 

She said, ^ Ah, God! ah, mothw!—sojve 
Are blooming so about my home, 

The home-breath makes me dream—let be! 

I have no lover that loves me.”* • 

• • 

“ What was it that we read in class ? 

I • 

‘ And she supposing Him ’—-alas !# • 

‘ Tks gardener ’—Fool! as if &od’8 Son 
Cares for the flowers that are done !• 

Thereat our lips and leaves did kiss— 

1 Was as sweet and soft in this 
To her as any Eose could be— 

“ God’s flowers forgive,” she sighed,—“ Doth He ? 

And fondling me, as though she felt 
Her mother’s kisses op her mell^ 

Th^ear-drops from her painted lids 

• • w • 

Ran on the rouge. “ What ^e forbids,” 
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She said, ‘‘to try if any hear?" 
Mocking herself she sighed this prayer: 
“ Oh, Christ! I am Thy wilted: Bosej 
Renew me! Thou renewest those!" 


Thff^j laughed,—but did not see, as I, 
The angels gather at her cry, 

Their fine plots weaving out of sight 
To help thi% soul that strove aright. 

( % ^ * 

She did not feel-the great wings fold 

Thepceforsvard o’er her locks of gold; 
Nor know thenceforward that the place 

Was sentinelled by Shapes of grace. 

y- 

But when again she bound her hair, 
And set me in its tresses fair, 

I did not “ shrink," (as he has said:) 

I was too proud! for we were led 


By holy hands through lane and street, 
Past things to speak^of is not meet*; 
Till when the tender plot had place, 

t * 

Grod’s mercy 'ifiiet her face to face. 



• THE THREE ROSES. 

In all tllis 'earth there is ijot one 
So desolate and so undone, 

Who hath not rescue if hearts knew 
A heart-cry goes the whole world through. 

Of tiSousands cruel one was kin^^ 

We found the hand she could not find: 

• ’t 

The fragrance of me brought her cry— 

We saved her: those Wine^Ones and I, 

I and her angels f She hath rest! 

Of all Eose-service mine was best;. 

Oh, sisters sweet! no longer boast * 
t Give me the grown! My joy avas mos^ 



De anO Sbe* 


c- 




“ She is dead! ” they said to him. “ Come away; 
Kiss her! and leave her!—thy love is clay! ” 


' « 

They smoothed her tresses of dark bro^H hair; 
On her forbheaJ of garble they laid it fair: 


0^3a her eyeS, which gazed too much, 
They drew the lids with a gentle touch ; 


< • 


With a tender touch they closed up well 

I 

The sweet thin lips that had secrets to tell; 




o 


About hfr brows, and her idear, pale face 
T^hey tied her veil and her marriage-lace; 


4 


4 I 

And drew on her white feet her white silk shoes: 

• / 

Which wete the wbftfer nb eye could choose! 
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And over her bosdnf they crossed^ her hands; 

• “,0onie dway,” they said,—“ God understands! '* 

\ 

And then there was Silence;—and nothing there 
Spt the Si^ipnce—and scents of eglantere, 

And Jasmine, and roses, and rosemary; 

For they said, “ As a lady should lie, lies she! ”* 

And they held their breath as they left the room, 
With a shudder to glance at its stillness an^ gloom. 

But he—-who loved her too weTl to dread * 

The sweet, the stately, the beautiful fiead,— 

He lit Ms lamp, and took the key. 

And turn’d it!—Alone again—he and she! 

He apd she; but she would not speak, 

Though he kiss’d, in the old place, thfi qiriet clieek ;• 

k 

_ s 

He and ; yet she w^uld not ^ile, 

Thoi]gh he call’d her the name that was fondest 
erewhile; 
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He and she: and she did not mdvd 
To any one passionate whisper of love! 

i 

\ 

Then he said, “ Cold lips! and breast without bretttb I 
Is there no voice—no language of death 

“ Dunpb to the ear and still to the sense, o 

t 

But to hehrt and to soul distinct,—intense ? 

( * ' 

« 

“ See, now,—I listen with spul, not ear— 

What was the secret of dying. Dear ? 

“ Was it the infinite wonder of all, 

How^the spirit could let life’s flower fall ? 

“ Or was it a greater marvel to feel 
The perfect calm o’er the agony steal ? 

ft* 

I 

“Was the ipiracle greatest tQ,find how deep. 

Beyond all dreams, sank downward that sleep ? 

* . ' 

( 

“ Dii life roll backward its record. Dear, 

And show, as they say^t does, past things clear ? 



HE AND SHE. 


*‘*And was it the iniiermost heart of the bliss 
/Tui find ofit so what a wisdom love is ? 

Oh| perfect Dead! oh, Dead most dear, 

]^old the Sheath of my soul to hear, 

% 

I listen—^as deep as to horrible hell, 

• • 

As high as glad heaven!—and you do not t^ll! 

“ There must be pleasures in dying. Sweet, 

To make you so placid from head to feet! 

I would tell you, Darling, if f were dead* 

And itwere your hot Jfcears upon ?iiy bjow shed_. , 


V'* 

“ I would say, though the Angel of jieath had laid 
His sword on my lips to keep it unsaid. 

“ Fbu sh 9 uld not ask, vainly, with streaming eyes, 
Which in Death’s touclf was the chie^st surprise, 

• • • 

“ The very strangest and suddentst thing 

Of att the surprises that dying must bring.” 



HE AND SHE. ‘ 


* . 

Ah! foolish world I Oh ! most kind Dead i 
Though he told me, who will believe it was said ? « 

tVlio will believe that he heard her say, 

With the soft rich voice, in the dear old,;Way ij— r' 

“ The utmost wonder is this,—I hear, 

And see ^rou, and love you, and kiss you, Dear; 

“ I can speak, now you listen with soul alone; 

. . . 

If your soul could see, it would all be shown 

“ Wihat a strange delicious amazement is Death, 

To bf» ^ithout t'ody and breathe^ without breatlf; 

“ I should lau^h for joy if you did not cry; 

Oh, listen ! Love lasts 1—Love never will die I 

I 

“ I am only your Angel who was your Bride; 

\ And I know, that though deUd, I have never died.’* 



** tbc —tb instant, Drowneb whilst 

Batbing/l 


■ H ■ 

Ho! ho! do ye tempt me.so,, ^ 

Pale dwellers upon the land; 

Seem I to Come for Icfv^e to your home, 
Skirtftig the yellow sand T 
When I doff my might and^lumber inflight 

Under the summer skies, 

• • • > 

Do ye dream I unfold my purple and gold 

To pleasure your dainty eyes ? 

I mind the day when my dancing ^ray 

Clean over your hills was thrown; 

• • 

And my waves evermore lash madly the shore 
While the great ^ea seeketh its own. 
Blithely ye play on the edge' of my spray, 

An# dabble your feet in my fordh, • 

’ , • • • 

But little ye think how the Ocean's brink 

Is athirst for its mortal' l^ds. 



00 •• ON THE •- TH INSTANT, DROWNED 

' . *! 

Ho! ho! how well he could row !• 

( 

The youth ye'sent me to-day; 

How bravely his oar drove the shallop fipm shore 

4 

As he came to me out of the bay.— 

I watched him come from his cottage-hon^ 

Under the .jiigh grpen hill, 

1 foamed and dashed as the quick stroke splashed. 

t 

Arid he .worked his eager will. 

But ho! ho !-1 looked for it so! 

He leapt to my green great arm, 

And felt how cold was my deep sea fold, 

And chilled with a strange alarm, 

Did hjs deeih me mild when the blue sky smiled, 
Fierce only iii.^,stormy strife ? , 

A boat ye sent—and a life ye lent— 

But I kept the warm young life 1 

Ho! ho! fond fools would ye know 
How I staid the panting breath, 

And weighed on the breast of the one ye, loved 
best 

And dragged him down to his death:— ' 

Down in the green where no sun could be seen , 

To a death in the set-weed and shells:— 



’ WHILST BATHING.’* k g 

Down out of sight df the sweet sunlight, 

* , Out of sound of the clear town bells ? 

Ho! b« struggled sore for the fading shore, 

And fought with his failing strength; 
jgut I siwor^ he should die, and 1 smothered his cry. 
And the life was mine at length. ^, 

Ho! take the bark back without rent or wrack, 

• • 

Pale mourners along the strand ! 

A boatman and boat to the sea oaiue out, 

But only a boat to land ! 



2)team*-XanO* 




i 

Wonderful Life! 

So sad with partings, and so sweet with meetings, 

I 

• Made up of wild farewells, and wistful greetings j 

Oh word, with wonder rife! 


What do we here ? 

Whence come ,we with this longing, loving breast ? 
Why do we live to die ? we fear our rest; 

A*id are afraid to fear! 


Ah! tell us why, 

Why aVe our pleasures dead within the day,' 

While pains make nest-homes of our hearts and ^tay 

* _ ( * 

Wherefore c6mes misery ? 



DREAM-LAND. 
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And wherefore Pain ? 

• ^nd whjr on onr lone Planet, else so fair, 

Dwell iPate, ^nd Cowardice, and pale Despair, 

And the hot rage for gain ? 

Moon and sweet StarsJ < 

Hath God cursed us of all His orbs in Heaven ? 

Drive we alone, rayless and unforgiven, 

Bloody with brother-wajs ? 

Speak if ye kifow j 

f • 

Why lose we what we love longest and best ? 

Shine, Sisters! shine upon oifi* dark unrest, 

Saying, it^is not so! 


I miss a face, 

A friend, whose love was to my life its heart; 

• 

Why are ^r eyes and hands riven apartj* 

"Wliir- aitran frtr* SpaCO ? 


Sorrow and Pain! 

Hope’s-fbnder lip is silencedi wh^n ye sphak, 
Go^! the settled colour of my cheek 

Stirs not for her a»£n: 

• “ 
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A cheat I^ife seems! ' 

We’ll laugh it off, Brothers: though we have Wept^ 
Therewith, aweary of my thoughts I slept, 

And took them to my dreams• 

Al^, mystei^^! 

Nay then! believe it for the sweet dream's sake, 

r I ^ 

Whether 7 dreamed asleep, or mused awake. 

An Angel upalte with me! 

‘ Spake from abpve,— 

, I knew her though she floated from the s&es, 

The yioble presence, and the large Jeep eyes 
Of hei; I loved, and love; 

Spake low and clear; 

I ' 

“ Arise! I have an errand unto thee! 

The heart tjiat dares to beat as thine does, free, 
Heareth, what thou shalt hear.” 

I 

Thereat I rose, 

Wondering 'to see her balanced pennons sprbad; 

A,nd keeping their white shadow overhead, 

( ' 

Followed hef^’flying close. 



DREAM-LAND.. 
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Far, far ftway; ^ 

. .Till sorfnd of mortal grief, and mortal mirth, 

Bmd from tihe sky, and—far below—the Earth 
A quiet, bright globe lay: 

^nd I was 'ware 

0f solemn breath breathed in that stilly spot j 
And that the heart spake, though the lipsrfnov A not; 
As though its home wqre there j 

• • 

As though its homo 

t • 

Were high among the Angels o&God’s sky. 

Where the wild lights were wanderingand J 
Waited j|)r what should came; 

Nor waited long: 

For still wherever She and I went winging, 

Two voices ever in one key were singing 
The measure of one song, 

Song without word; 

Wheredj the soft fan ^of the«sil^er feather, 

Mjjde music as her great wings beat together, 

# fa 

j^d the blue ether^Stirred: 
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Then I—“ Oh! whithet ? ” 

And She—“ Far past the farthest ken of mcfttal, 

To where the Star-Queen guards the ^tar-TlForld’s 
portal, 

Thither, Love mine!—aye! thitj^erli’ 

i' 

t ( 

So when her plumes. 

Heretofore high above me gleaming white, 

Wore the rich tint^ of Cassiopeia’s light’s 

In crimson-coloured blooms, 

P K 

Then from above 

Came dowi' the breatl^ of an entrancing pleasure; 
Came round the, burden of a boundless measure, 

r 

' A seraph-chaunt of Love, 

c 

High love—whose strain 
Her heart and mine, in solemn symphony, 

Beating bejond our wills harmoniously, 

Answered, answered again. 

( 

c ‘ 

( 

How did I bear 

The gracious glory of my Lady’s eyes ? 

I^ave that the bright love in them calmed surprise 

i I 

And dazzled* off my fear; 



DREAM-LAND. 
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Nor only- e^es; 

'HlBr sweet lips touched me once upon the brow, 
And^ whispered, “ Love of mine, thou knowest now 
The secret of the skies!— 

“ This laud of Wings 

Hath rest for thee and me for aye and aye.” 

Then I—“ Sweet Saiut, for my full comfortosay 
All that its music s^ng^, « 

“All—all it singsi— 

Know’st thou on Earth the earnestilove I have, 
Know’st thou that I could love*thee in thy grav*, 
Better tha^ living things ? 

“ Not there ”—she said, 

“ Into this Dream-Land I have leave to come^ 

To cheer thee with the sight of our Ipgh Home 

When Thou and 1 are dead: 

• * 

“ But there the veil 
Is over so^hls ;—1 know^not if«I li^iow 
Tha^hou and I shall e’er be telling so 
On Earth, our true-lo^e tale ” 
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“ Sweet I stall seem' 

Graceless,” I said! “but must there never 1)e 
Home-fires—home-faces—and home-loves ?-<-ah me! 
Noaght of my earthly dream ? ” 

star-light shone 

The brighter for a smile that filled her face — 
No^answsr ' but a quick and kind embrace; 

Save her icis^,—answer none I 

Then I, “ Ah me * 

r 

The brow should wear a ciown that wears thy kiss; 
% ^ 

The ugh I love patiently, 1 shall lack this, 

Not being worthy thee.” 

She raised her hand, 

• % 7 

And my glance followed it—and I was ’ware 
Of a fine spiiitjfloating down the air, 

Whose forehead’s thought was gj'and; 

Fast, fast and free 

He smote a lyre’s etrirgs info magic measures, 
rWhereto a Lady listed, tranced in pleasures, 

Lo ' it was'I and She ! 



DREAM-LAND. 
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And all the throng 

Of all fair things I thought of day by day, 

The.wofds I would have said and could not say, 
Came u^ into his song ! 

“ Shall I be thus, 

And thoij with me ? ”—She said “ Be true and ]?rave, 
Follow thy Life out, e’en to thy Life’s gravej 
And such shall be thy Blies.” 

• • 

“ pear Saint ”—I said,^ 

“ Lest I shall faint living a life so ibne, 

• • 

Tell me that absence cannot change the gone. 

Nor death optrange the dead^ 

“ They, first and last, 

The comfort of whose spirits was to mine ^ 

Like Rain to Summer; ah! my heart wilUpine, 

^ Jts friendships seeming past. 

“ Say!—is it thus ? 

Are our h^rts lower, weaker than our thinking, ^ 
Can^ath divide the subtle spirit-linking 
Wh^se fine chain fettled us ? 
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“ Can they ? oh Life! ' 

W liy at the first or last of thy brief day 
Loose we the hand we clung to by the way, 

And strive alone in the strife ? *' 

I ^ 

Tk-ereat I *^vept:— 



As a fond' mother might her frightened child 

Who sighfed, knd sighing slept. 


Saying, “ Rash one! 

* * 

Love's strength id'perJeet in love’s utter weakness, 
LoWs nobleness is noblest in love’s meekness, 

Love<ever ! none are gone ! 

“ None, go! none ever! 

Know when two hearts are set to one true time, 
Always they mi)ke one music, chime one chime, ’ 

Look up! and doubt it never! ” 

Our starrv torch 

‘ . . 0 

Di^d in a bright white'flood pf brilliant flame, 

JVherein a myriad happy Angels came 

* * ^ ^ 

Thronsrinsr an entrance-Porch. 



DREAM-LAND. 

t 



■ With snnbeams groined^ 
passed a voice that said, ‘‘ Soul! cease thy 

i V 

wofider! 

NotJ)eath is strong enough to part asunder, 

‘Vjhom Life and Love have joined I ” 


' For which word’s sake, 

Seeing no stars, no Angels but mine own, • 

I turned to kiss her hands: lb! Ske was down! 
And I—I was awake! 

» * ^ • 

SepL 1854. 
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Where waitest thou, 

A 

Lady I 'am to love ? thou comest not K 

«I 

Thou knowest of sad and lonely lot; ^ 
I looked for thee ere now! 


It L the May, 

And each fair sigter-soul hath found its brother, 
Only we two seek fondly each the other. 

And seeking, still delay. 


V 

Where art thou, sweet ? 

I long for iheh, as thirsty lips for streams 
Oh, gentle promised Angel of my dreams, 
Why do we nev? r mee^ ? 



‘A MA FUTURE. 


• Thou art as X — 

9 

Thy soul doth wait for mine, as mine for thee ; 

• ^ 

We (^nnot live apart; must meeting 
Never before we die ? 

a • 

*Dea^ soul, not so! 

That time doth keep for us some happj' years, 
That God hath portioned us our smiles and tears, 
Thou knowest, and 1 know. 

Yes, we shall meet! 

• • • 

And therefore let our sea^phing be the stronger. 

Dark ways of life shall not divide us longer, 

Nor doubt, nor danger,‘sweet! 

JSepce ’tis I Bear 

Tlrifi^mter-tide as bravely as I may, 

Patiently waiting for the bright Spiing-day 
That cometh with thee, dear. 

TJs the May-light 

That crimsons all the quiet college 9m;' 

May it shine softly in thy sleeping-room : 

i • * • 

And so, dear w^fe, good i^ight! 

l 

§■ 

1853. 



XlattdoUen. 


Gbeen iidds and grey, corn-lands and monntain 

lands, t " 

Beautiful Valley, thou art fair as ever! 

On the same hill the same old abbey stai^ds, 

And singing thj same song goes down Dee river. 


I swear I love thee with mine old warm love: « 
{ ' 

My visi’on is not dimmed, nor my heart colS; 
Wherefore then, sunny Slopes, can ye not move 
My heart to gladness as ye did of old ? 

I know it, Dear! —these winds that fly for ];iome 
Take my^he^rt with them Co thy tender arms, 

L * 

And, nestled there, it leaves me here to roam, 
Half ot myself, aipid .these jvild Welsh farms. 


October 18^5. 



XTbe TCwo Mr^atbs.** 


/ 

A 

• • 

When the silver stars were throwing 
Soflf lines on tjie silver sea, 

Lils% a shade in the twiKght showing, 

• # 

Came my life unto njp. 


Two garlands daintily bearing, 

Unto me came my life, 

When the daylight was disappearing^ 
Save that in thine eyes, dgar wjfe. 


Glittered her cymar and kirtle, 

^ ^ • Her garlands glimmered and shone; 

. One twined with the laurel and myrtle, ' 
And one with*the rcjge alone.* 





THE TWO WREATHS.* 


c* 

Which crown/' she said, “ shall I leave thee, 

r 

The green or the crimson wreath ? 

« 

Of the chaplets thy fortune weaves thee 

V 

Choose one to deck thee till death. 

r 

V 

“ Love comes if the rose-crown rings thfee,— 
Love tender and ever the same; 

Ai.<f the bright leaf of laurel brings thee 
The minstrel’s ^vonr and fame. 

“ But 'the rose hath an angry briar, * 

That woundejh wherever ’tis worn, 

And, with laurel to* lift thee higher, 

C ^ 

There are poisonous berries of scorn.” 

In the silence solemnly speaking, 

In the datkness sombre to see. 

Answer to asking seeking, 

s t 

Waited my life by me. 

Then, with ready hngers upstarted 
Beside* het, mine own wise wife, 

Tue leaves from the berries parted, 

And the* thorn f^m thd rose of life. 
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And twined them, with gentle laughter, 
In a new and unharmful wreath ; 

Aid the^ roses and laurels hereafter 
Have crowned me for life and death. 



Blmon^ Blossom. 


Blossom of th e almond-trees, 

April’s gift to April’s bees, 

Birthday ornament of spring, 

Flora’s feirest daughterling ;— 

Coming whdh no flow’rets dare 
Trust,the cruel outer air; 

* t _ 

When the royal king-cup bold ; 

Will not don his coat of gold; 

And the sturdy blackthorn spray 
Keeps his silver for the May;— 

Coming when no flow’rets would, 

r, 

Save thy lowly sisterhood 

I 

Early violets, blue and white, 

Dyin^ for their love of light. 

< i 

Almond blossom, sent to teach us 

< . ' ' 

Thai} the spying-days soon will reach us. 



ALMOND BLOSSOM. 

i 

Lest, witlf longing ove^ tried, 

We die as tlie violets died. 

Bloesom, clouding all the tree 
With thy crimson broidery, 

W>ng before a leaf of green 
On the bravest bough «is seei^;^ 

Ah ! when winter winds are swinging 
All thy red bells into ringing, 

With a bee in eveiy belj, 

Almond bloom, we greet thee well! 



Sonnet. 


Like one, who in the stormy crash of battle, 

r A ' 

With Bword and shield too heavy for his hold, 
Bleeding, and weak, and deafened with the rattle, 
Feels his limbs sinking and his heart a-cold, 
Sudden h gentle eye, quiet and bold,— 

A friendly look^falls on him through the fight, 
And once i^gain his tiled fingers fold 

About the hilt, and strike a stroke aright— ^ 
So has thy gracious glance, lady, to-night 
Nerved me with courage more than may be told; 

So stand an'd strike I, fighting in thy sight. 
Backward or forward be life’s battle rolled; 

* f 

And so I grasp my purpose, and I swear 
To win tjie name that I am sent to wear. 



BU Saints' Z)ai^< 




Up from earth to heaven’s wide regions 

Send your prayer and praise to-day, 

• * • 

For the glorious martyr-legions 

Hence triumphant p&,ssed away^ 


Sigh of doubt or shade of sorrow 

111 beseemeth heart or browi; 

* 

Theirs like ours seemed sad to-morrow, 
Who smile at our sadnessmow.* 


Let it go, a song of gladness, 

* Unto brother-angels t^jere 
We alive in sin*and sadness, 

They “ dead in His Aith and fear.’’ 



ALL SAINTS’ DAY. ' 

ii 

Dead, bat on dead foreheads wearing 
Crowns that make their death a birth. 
Won by hope that scorned despairingy 
Worn in heaven for wars on earth. 

( '> 

NayJ .and name not crowned ones, only 
Nobly known for death and life,— 

Hfro souls, unmoved and lonely, 
Fighting in the front of strife: 

But those, too, v^ho Freely, gladly. 
Uncomplaining fought to die; 
Striving, strilang all too madly 
To fird time for battle-cry: 

Those, the silent ones, who near them 

C " 

Planted foot, and fought, and fell, 

I 

With no clarion praise to cheer them, 

No voice crying ill or well; 

( 

These we owned not for God’s angels, 
Shall not own before we die, '' 
Though their lives were men’s evangels, 

4 > 

And their deaths our victory. 



ALL SAINTS’ DAY. 


ns 

Those whose lives, unkuov^n to others, 

*Silent went to silent ends; 

Some to some of us own brothers, 

All to alj of us high friends; 

All saints now, all now al^iding • * 

•In glad homes beyond the sky, 

Wearing, where salt tears were tidiBg, 

Smiles of set felicity; • 

Smikts that call us to*8k}» portals, 

, • 

Saying, “ On! brave heart and ^ow 
Pail not, faint not, we were mortals 
That are tranquil spirits now.” 

Thank God for them meekly beijding. 

That such soldiers lived and died, 

Ask that thine be such an ending, • 

Such a death on such a sida 


1854. 



Serenade* 


Lute ! breathe thy lowest in my Lady’s ear,' . 

c 0 » 

Sing while she sleeps, “ Ah! belle dame, aimez 
vons?” ‘ , > 

■ y • 

Till dreaming still, she dream that I am here, 

And wake to find it, as ray love is, true; 

( ** 

Then, when she J.istens^in her warm white nest, , 
Say in dow measra*e,—softer, stiller, yet. 

That lute-strii^gs quiver when their tone’s at rest,. 
And my heart trembles when my lips are set.- ^ 




Stars I if my sweet love still a-dreaming liea 
Shine through the roses for a lover’s sak^l 
And send your silver to her lidded eyes; 

Kiasing them very gently till she wake: 

i ' ' ^ ■ 

Then while she wonders at the lay and light, 

t 

Tell her, though morning endeth star and song 

k *' < ’ ' ' 

That ye live still, when no dar glitters bright, 

And my love last?th, though it finds no tongue. 



Zbc JEmfQirant 


" M " 

It may the savage sea is foaming, 

* r 

And wild winds roaming, where tTiy ship goes free; 
Yet still dearly, brother, and sincerely, 

As if more nearly, we will cling to thee. 

’ . » 

The white sails wing thee fast throngh Biscay billows. 

Past English willows we are whirling on; * 

Though wider never did drear, wasto»diss6ver, 

Better than ever we will love th*e gone. 

« 

We shall not know bjf what fair isles of blossoA, 

Thy bark’s broad bosom ploughs the rippled t)lne; 

4 

What storms are chiding, what soft wind* are gliding, 
No longed-for tiding—yet our hearts are true :• 

' I f 

y 

■' * * 

Por seeking still to know where thou art, Rover, 

We but discover that oua love is there 

Far, far behind thee we are strong to find thee. 

Oh then remind thee of the lo>je Mt here. * 

SuguH 1854 . 



-'ITbrcc Stubcnts. 

[From the German,] 

There came three students,from over-the Rhine, 

To a certain good hostel they tamed theln for wine. 

It 

“ Ilo! Landlady, have you strong wine and beer ?. 
How Lreth the Fraulein, your daughter dear ? ^ 

I 

“ My beer is fret-h, and my wine is bright; 

My child will be shrouded and buried to-night.” 

< 

They drew the door of her death-room back, 

Theie she sle{)t in her coffin black:— 

f 

I f) 

The first he lifted the veil f^Um the dead, 

'And bared his curls, and brnded, and said, 



THE THREE STUDENTS. 
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“!!yi! could’at thou Jbut live again, maiden, here 

m- 

Fjom this day forth I would love thee deaf 1 ” 

The^econd spread softly the face-cloth again, 

And his te^s fell fast as the midsummer rain : 

“ Dead! art thou, Lisbeth ? cold, lip and brow ? 

• * 

Ah God 1 I learn how I loved thee now! ” , 

But the third in his hand did the little hand take, 
And kissed the white 'for^ead, and smiled and 
spake, 

“ I loye thee to-day as I loved thee b^ori 
I shall love thee as truly for evermore.” 



5am Satia. 


— H— 

,HiS mother was a Prince’s child, 

His father 'was a King; 

There wanted not to his high lot, 
What r^nk and riches bring • 

Proud nobles served him on the knee, 
Strong captains did his will; 

Bare fortune I—yet it wearied him! 
His spirit was not still. 


f* •* 

For him the glorious music rolled 
Of singers silent long; 

Great Scribes did write, on scrolls of might, 
The strife of Right with Wrong : 

For him Philosophy unveiled 
Athenian Plato’s lore, 

Might that not serve to stead a life ? 

Not thSci!—he sighed for more ! 


< 



JAM SATIS. 
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He loved; tl]e newest, truest lip 
' •That ever lover pressed, 

[fhe queehliest mouth in all the South, 

Long love for him confessed: 

Hoiftfd him his childi'en’s joyousness 
^l^ng silverly and shr^l; 

• • 

Soft life!—sweet sounds! yet something 
* lacked: 

His spirit thirsted ^til^! 


To4)attle all his spears |^e brought 
In streams of winding steel; 

On breast and head of foemen deaS, 

t 

His war-h®rse set its heel ;• 

The jewelled chevron on its Hank 
Was red with blood of kipgs: 

Yet Victory’s laurel seemed but rank , 
~ ‘ ’t brings I . 


The splendid passion seized him then * 
, • To break, with statutes sag*, • 

The chains tha&bind our hapless kind, 
And social grlbfs assi^age: 



JAM SATIS. 


And dear the people’s blessing seemed, 
The praises of the Poor; 

Yet Evil stronger is than kings 

_ I 

And Hate no codes can cure. 


f 

it ^ 

He laid aside the sword, book, pen, 

And lit his lamp to wrest 
From Nature’s rginge the wonders strange 
The secrets of her breast: 

And wisdom deep his guerdon was, 

And mighty things he knew; 

Yet from each< unlocked mystery 
Some harder marvel grew. 


No patise—no standing-spot—no place 
To stay the spirit’s quest; 

In all around not one thing found 
So good as to be—“ best ” : 

t A 

Not even Love proved quite divine; 

Therefore his search did cease— ' 
Lord of all gifts that life could bring. 
Saved the one chief gift—^Peace. 



JAM SATIS. 




Thon cftino it!—crovn—lance— scroll—lamp —grew 
^Each a, discarded thing: 

The fnii^ral-gold did bravely hold 
ijie body of the king. 

And s^ngjT—love, learning, statecraft, sway, 
Looked'always on before; 

Bnt those pale happy lips of clay 
Asked *nothing—nothing more ! 



Zlrtsttppud. 


— 

p * 

Let be^—let be ! 

These idle follies are not for the wise, 
A scholar’s loves are fair philosophies; 

I pritltiee leave me free! 

■I u 


Nay, Lady, nay! 

I read Greek legends sweeter than thy song, 
Uncourteons! thoa tarriest overlong; 

I marvel at thy stay. 


What! the tears glisten ? 

Indeed I’wcfald not wound thy little heait; 

% 

We’ll be good friends, and 'kiss; but we must part, 
In sooth,—I may not listen. 



ARISTIPPUS. 
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Once then, and twice,— 

Ai, Cjilierea! are lips like to these ? 

Get Ihee away! thy mouth hath witcheries 
Strange for what is not wise. 

Well,—yet again; 

By Fan, it hath a soft and coral carl, 

I sorrow that I angered at thee, girl! 

Dis pardon me thy jJa^u! 

, But thou’lt go npw,~ 

Take hence the tresses of thy hyacinth hair.— 
Kay, nay! unbind them not*—’tis over "fair ,—» 
Keep the band on thy braw; 

I like it well! 

Its jewels, making quaint and equal strife ^ 
With red and blue, mock lips and eyesJx) life; 
There let them ever dwell. 

Shamed of their glow 
Now, bj- Athene! but I trifle |png, * 

If thou must stay, sweet lady, sing a song,— 

* . • • • 

Doric, and grave, aifd slow; 
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One melody,— 

Soft music to sage musing lends relief.— 

Nay, draw not near, thou wilt not turn the* leaf 

Of old philosophy! 

» 

r^yell, ail’ thou’lt learn, 

See how it saith, “ That in the ancient date 

Priam Troy-” Ah! but thou must not wait 

To kisjg 'before we turn. 

Thy broad braids fell, , 

, Sweeping the {/age, Madonna! let me lay 
On this white neck' the glossy veil away, 

Nor7 we shall study^ well! 

V* 

( 

Oh me! thou’rt ill,— 

I % 

The^vermeil of thy cheek is fever-warm, 

Dear one, thy heart beats ever on my arm, 

And mine is never still. 

i. 

'• 1 

1 ’ 

What aileth me ? 

They fade,—the ^ira, dull characters of (Jreek, 

My lips lack all but kisses", if I speak 

.. ' 

'Twill bt to worship thee ! 



ARISTIPPUS. 
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Unlock thine arms,— 

Thy toncjh,—ai, ai! thy sweet breath is a spell, 
dirce t hide thy deep breasts’ ivory swell! 

)Oh, white witch, spare thy charms! 

Nay, spare not now! ■ 

Hence, ^rey-beard sage 1 I love thee. Life of mine; 
Kiss freer, faster,—I am all, all thine, ’ 

Kiss me on lip and brd^. 



j&nte. 


WEARiE,‘wearie, the lang hours wear, 

They stap to keek at me, and winna gae; 
I count ilk ane o’ tLeir*ticks wi’ a tear, " 
Twalve o’ the night, an’ twalve o’ the day 


I ‘ 

Aince I, kenned na which was the fairest, 

r 

The shimmer o’ moonlight or morning’s ray; 
Noo X wist na which hours be the sairest, 
Twalve o’ the night, or twalve o’ the day. 


He's aff, wha's “ ever ” was months twa three, 

Wi’ his falre fair mou’, an’ his steed o’ the grey 
_ « 

He’s left me to wale what time I’ll deei 
Twalve o’ the ni^ht, or twalve o’ the day. 



EFFIE. 
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Bonnie he was whah he fieeched my heart,— 

I 

• I hadnh the heart to gi’e him the nay; 

> 

Th^e ^sna «n hour then that saw us apart, 
^alveV Ae ivght, or twalve o’ the day. 


• • I 

I’d love him again an’ it were to do, - 
Aiblin^ I greet that I lo’ed him sae; 

There wasna time to love him enoo, 

Twalve o’ the night, an’ twalve*o’ the day. 

« 

0 

They taul(> me the bee wi’ Ws lyaw gold coat 

Flits fair to the flower, bilt he wtnna stay ; 

, • • 

I’ve muckle room noo to remind me o’t, 

Twalve o' the night, an’ twalve o’ the day., 

- T 

Whisht! puir bairnie ! thou’lt mat^lep thy mammie 
If thou’rt life-weary, why I am sae; m 
We’se gang to the grey sea, an’ sleep there,^y lammie, 
TwalviO o’ the night, an’ twalve o’ the day. 



Uo C. f).' 


'VV£<'stood at the white gate and looked o’or the lea 
^ In September, Fred! 

f c 

We saw the greht river grow broad into sea; 
a Dost remember, Fred ? i 

We watched greyfeails while they faded away 

« 

In the grey weather, Fred; 

And we asked to see whither went that seaway, 

' Close together, Fred! 

Half was hr'arl as it rose from the spot 
With the blue smoke, Fred ; ' 

Half the Collector of Clouds heard not ^. 

That we then spoke, Fred; 

» Necessity, fisher of meh, caught now 
^ Lj^e a hhlibut, Fred; 

Christians I teach here, and Mussulmans thou, 

I 

Close by CaliciiJb, Fred! 



TO F. C. H. 
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Come bei:C]c, and tdke the things that are thine 

' I* 

, • In the old land, Fred : 

A,wrfhn corner, welcome, some rare Rhine wine, J 
- And a^rue hand, Fred; 

And,* in token that these await thee, Fred, 

Ere we ferry the Styi, 

I give thee,—’tis paper currency,—Fred, 

Page two-sixty-six. 




V 


Bibhingham, 1855. 




Ahf lightly writ wf»s that loving vefse 
In the old time, Fred! 

That page was a leaf 1 let fall on thy, hearse, 

A flower to the Dead! 

Bv Jumna thou sleepest, forgotten of men, 

. Except in this line. 

For I give thee—for days of our boyhood—again 

Page one-twenty-nine. 


London, 1888. 



jfrom Sappbo. 




SPLF.NPOUK-TllROl^fijO Queen! immortal Aphrodite! 
Daughter of Jove—Enchantress! I implore thee 
Vex not my soul wi|}h agonies and angurih; 

'Slay me not, Goddess! 

Come in t\iy pity—come, if I have prayed thee; 
Come ^at the cjy of my sori’ow in the old times 
Oft thou bast heard and left thy father’s heaven, 

. Left the gold houses, 

12 4 ^ 


Yokirg thy chariot. Swiftly did the doves fly, 
Swiftly tl\jey brought thee, waving plumes of wonder— 
Waving their pale plumes all across the sether, 

All down the azure 1 

Very soon they lighted. Then didst thou, Divine one, 
L^ugh a lirigfit laijgh from l^ps and eyes eternal, 
^Ask me, “ What ailed me—wherefore out of heav^ji 

Thus I had called thee? 



FROM SAPPHO. 


"V^at it was made me madden in my heart so ? ” 
Qpestion me, smilii^—say to me, “ My Sappho, 
Who^is^ wrongs ti*e? tell me who refuses 

T^ e, vainly sighing?” 

“ Be it who *t may be, he that flies shall follow; 
He that rejects gifts, he shall briAg thee many; 
He that hates now shall love thee dearly, madly- 

Ay, though thou wouldst ^ot.” 
So once again come, Mistress ; aif^# releasing 
Me from my sadness, give me what I sue for,^ 
Grant me prayer, and be as heretofore now 

Friend and protecti^ss! 


Hesperus brings all things back ' 
Which the day-light madeVisiack: 
Brings the sheep and goats to rest, 
Brings the baby to the breast. 



jfr6m Hnacreon* 


Love ortce buionsf tbe roses 

r o 

Perceived a bee reposing, 

And wondei’ed what the beasi;, was, 

And vouched it, so it stung him. 

Sorely his finger smarted, 

And bitterly he greeted, 

And wrung his hands together; 

And half he ran, half fiuttered 

. '■ 

Unto Cvthera's bosom, 

Unto his fair, sweet mother. 

Loud sobbed he, “ Ai! ai! mother! 
Olola! I am murdered! 

Olola! it has killed me! 

A'smaU brown snake with win'glets, 
Which men the oumble-bee call, 
Has bittuie. ’ But Cythera 



FROM ANACREON. 
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4 


Swd, laugAing, “ Ali, my baby, 

If bees’ slings hurt so sorely, 
Bethink t\ee what the smart is 
Of thqgfi^iiOve, that thou piercest.” 



I 


'nemests* 


■'■' H ■ 

lj)AUGHTER of Justico, winged Nemesis; „ 
Tliou of the awful eyes, 


Whose silent sentence judgeth mortal life! 

,Thou with thy curb of steel, , 

Which proudest'jaws must feel, * 

^the snort and champ of human strife; 
h-nd, hating miserable pride of men, 

Doe'j tame fferce hearts, and turn them meelc'agen. 



Under thy, wt eel, unresting, trackless, all 
Our joys and griefs befall; 

In thy full sight our secret things go on ; 

Step after step thy wrath 

‘ « 

' Follows the caitiff’s path, 

And at his ^triumph breaks his vile neck-bone. 
•To all alike thoil me test oat their due, 

K 

Cubit for cubit, inch for,inch—stern—true. 

From Mesomedes. 



Xovc an& %iU* 


M " — 

Lite witiiout golden love-^-wl^at bliss is this ? 

Oh, let me die when love is dead with me! 

The stolen words, the honeyed gifts, the kiss, 
These are the blpssoms of youth’s? gloriou^ tree. 

FiiOM MiMNtJJMUS. 



TWO IDYlS OF THEOCRITUS, 


®S.tbc jfouutatm 


r 






c 


Thyksis. 

< 


Softly tbt sway of 'the pine-branclies murmurs a 
melody, Shepherd! 

•i 

Down by the rim of the fountain, and softly dost 

thou, on the Pan-pipes, 

• ^ 

Pipe to the pines: next to Pan thou bearest the bell 
for rare music. 

Cl 

Say that he wins a great-hom’d goat, then thine is 


a she-goat; 




Say that the she-goat is his, but thine is the kid, 

then ;' and tender 
.1 ’ ' * 

Savours the meat of a kid-^till she comes to tjje 

* ^ f ^ 

bearing and milking. 


f 



BY THE FOUNTAIN. 


hj 

Goatherd. 

SwOeter^I call tliy strain than the tinkle of water 

* «that trickles, ) * 

Tinkliijlg, tad Cifickliug, and rippling adown the 
green shelves of the mountain. 

If we must grant the high Muses their prize from 
the pick of the wethers, 

Certainly thine is a ewe : or. if ft, ewe pleases their 
fancy, 

Then at th^ least a lamb comes to thee—to‘drive to 
thy sheep-folds. 


Thyrsis. 

» 

Sit thee adown, good friend—sit down, ai^d pipe to 
us. Shepherd! 

I f ^ 

Here where the side of the hill slopes fair, and the 
myrtles are thickest, 

Blow the fine melodies out: the yearlings can pasture 
around ns! 


Goatherd, 


Hjiyl ’twere a sin, 'twere a sin—^the sun's at his 
highest, my Thyrsis; 



BY THE FOUNTAIN. 
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Pan would be anger’d to hear, me—just now, fie 
breaks off from hunting, 

Stretches his hairy limbs in the /hade, and {faffs his 

t I “ « 

great nostrils, 

Panting, and surly for lack of br^Sfi, diid longing 
for slupij^er. * 

You now, Thyrsis, might sing! you know the ballad 
^ of Daijjhnis: 

None of our woodsfcle Singers have half such a trick 
at the measure. 

• « 

Couch we here under th/^se elms, on the grass at the 

foot of the sVone-god, 

Pacjing th^ fountain,^ and looking right on to the 
mountainst'and meadows, 

Over the, tops of the oaks; and if you sing on)/ so 
deftly ^ 

As ypu did once on that day when Chromis the 


African dared you, 

Look! ril give you yon she-goatj the dam of a 
pOupUt of weanlings; , 

Udder she carries for both, and then to fill two of 
thy milk-bowl?. 

Her, and a cup cut in heech, two-handled ajj^d 
polished with beeswax, 



BY THE FOUNTAIN. 
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dlean and new, wkh the smell of the chisel and 
• fresk wood al^ut it; 

All roifnd its rim, on the top, there creeps a string 
• of ground ivy. 

* y 

Twisted and tangled with woodbine, while here and 
there, in the circle. 

Tendrils curl and clasp—with bunches of berries 

if 

among them. 

Outside a damsel is carved—so *^ir the gods might 
have wrought her! ^ 

Neat and trim, with her rasjitle and net—and—this 
hand and that hand— ■ « 

Two youths—both long-hair’(!—both comely—i;on- 
tend for her favours ^ 

Angrily—never a jot cares my pretty jad§ for their 

anger! 

Sometimes she flings a smile to one, and froiyiis to 

his fellow, , 

Sometimes she softens to t’other; and there they 
stand in the beecljwood. 

Laugh’d at, but mad with love—half-teased, half- 

° # 1 , * - 

pleased at the wanton. 

5J[ext a fisherman comes, cut out on a rock, and its 
ledges 



I 
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BY THE FOUNTAIN. 


/ 

Jut up rough and stark;—the'old boy, done to a 
marvel, , f 

Staggers and sweats at his work—just likefisher* 
man hauling; 

Looking upon it you’d swear the work was alite, and 
no picture, 

So do the veins knot up and swell in his neck and 
his sl^ulders. 

For, though he s ,Crinkled and grey, there’s stuff 
left yet in my ancient. 

Next to this old sea-dog yon see a vine—all its 
bvanches 

He.>vy with globing grapes—a little lad sits by a 
thicket, , 

Guarding the grapes, but close at hand two foxes 
come creeping, 

One in the vineyard munches the clusters—one’s 
after the wallet: 

I 

Gods! you can see his scheme—he’ll keep his eye on 
th’e yd\ingster. 

Till that he finds a chance, and leaves him dinner- 

■' ' 

, less. Blind on®! 

( 

^Vhy do you sit there weaving with grasses a cage 
• » 
for -v'our crickets, 

V 7 


4 
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Plaiting the grasses, and wholly forgetting yonr 
« wallet and diuner, 

Whplljf forgetting your gravies—wrapped up in those 
• grasshopper-engines ? 

All th® work in this cup’s filled in with leaves of 
acanthus; 

'Tis an uEolic thing—and sooth, of a wonderful fancy, 

• ” / * • 

Sirs! it cost me to buy, of the Calydon sailor, a big 

cheese 

Made of snow-white curds, and a she-goat into the 
bargaim; 

Yet it has touch’d no lip, but lies "this w'hile in iiiy» 
cottage. 

Look •now! I mean ij for you! ’tis yearns, if yyu sing 

us that dittv • 

•/ 

Half so well as you sang it befor^ to the Himera 
shepherds. » 

No thanks! do but sing!—there’s no mor^e sunshine 

or singing 

Under the grass—in tVe realm of th^ dtiad—v- here 
all is forgotten! 



kbe Spell. 


- 

Thestylts ! where‘are’ the laurel-leaves? Quick, 
urirl! bring me the love-spells I 

t < 

Fasten the scarlet threai^ in and out rour\d the brim 

I 

of the beakei! 

Quipk I for' I mean tlb charm my lover, my false¬ 
hearted lo^^r. . 

f ( 

Twelve Iqng days are passed, and he never has rnce 
come to see me, 

Kno\vs not if I be living or dead—never sends me a 
message, 

t 

No ' not even a word at my door! Has he gone to 
some new love, 

f r ’ * 

Light as the wings of Eros, and fleeting as Queen 
Aphrdilit^ ? 

Down to the town I will hasten to-morrow, and s^ 
hiih, and ask him 
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Face to face, why* he treats me so coldly: but 
• Thestylis! thou now 

Help to try him with charms, and oh Mooi^! 

* glitter thy brightest! 

Shine, ^ale !I^oon ! for thee I invoke, and thy sister 
and shadow 

Hecat—the under-world Moon, whom eveij th§ little 
dogs howl at 

When she goes forth o’er tte giaves, and all her 
footmark^are bloody: , 

Make my rdbgic to-night as slffon^ as ever was Circe’s, 

Potent as white Perimede’s, Sind raiglity as Colchian 
Medea’s! 

Little bird! whirl and scream, and whirl, aftd bring 
me my lover! 

Turn wheel, turn! and burn, cake, burn! >Ah! 
Thestylis, sprinkle! j 

What are,you doing to tremble so? sprinkle the salt 
on the brazier! 

Where are your wits gone, girl ? or is it that yon too 
must vex me ? 

* Sprinkle the salt, and say, “ Flesh and blood o^ 
Delphis I scatter! ” 
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Little bird! scream, and whirl, and scream, and 
bring me my lover! 

Delphis grieves me—in my turn 
I will gribve him. Laurel, burn ! 

t I 

As thy bright leaves curl and crack, 

^Iraoke and blaze and vanish bla6k, 

Leaving ijot a leaf to see: 

May his heart love-scorched be! 

\ ‘ * 

I 

Little bird! whirl, and scream, little bird! and ■ 

I t 

‘ bring me my lover! 

As I melt this waxen ball 

b 

t 

May tne great gods hear me call, 

And Delphis melt with love for me ! 

And as this wheel turns rapidly 
^o may Queen Venus speed the dharms 
And bring him quickly to my arms! 

\ t 

- / 
i 

Little bird, whirl, whirl, whirl! scream! scream! epd 

s 

bring me my tover! 
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Now I scfwtter on the flame 
JBran. Qh ! Artemis! thy name 
, Moves the Judge of Hell to fear, 
Hluidamanth himself! Then hear! 
Hhar I oh, hear me! Thestylis, 

Did the dogs bark ? Yes, it js^ 
*Tis the goddess in the street! 


Beat the cymbals! quick, girl! Beat! 


i 


Little bird, scteam!—scream louder! and bUng me 
my false-hearted lover! 

I 

Look I the restless sea is sleeping, 

• • 
Milk-white ripples curling, creepi^; 

Listen I all the winds are quiet, 

Folded up from rage and riot* 

Only in my heart the pain 

"Wakes, and will not sleep again! 

Bitter pain the sport to be 

Of him who hath unmaidened me. 


Little bird, whirl—whirl fast 1 scream sharp—scream !» 
call me my lover! 
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Thrice libations due I pay, 

Thrice, great goddess! this I say, 

Whom he now loves I know not, 

Bnt let her come to be forgot! 

Clean forgot from head to feet" 

As, 4riadue was of Crete. 

's * 

Scream, little wretch I cry more! and whirl, and 
fetch me my }(5\rer'. 

In Arcady there grows a flowen 

I 

Stings'the heirds with subtle power, 
i)rives them mad on vale and height: 
WouM I had that flower to-night! 

Delphis should come quick to me. 

Come, whate’er his company \ 

e 

Scream for me still, little bird I scream once, and 
call me my lover 1 

Delphis left this gift with me. 

In the fife I ,fling it. See I 
Burn it red and burn it black, 

I f 

Angiy hissing flames I Alack I 
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It leaps avvay—lie’ll not return ! 

It only liurneth as I burn, 

And now ’tis ashes, pale and grey, 

As pale as I grow day by day. 

Scream ere you die, little bird! one orji to call me 
my lover I 

Lizards green and gol^ J take 
(Mighty magic this will make), 
suit them down fr«m chin to tail, 

Squeeze their cold •blood, cold and pale. 
Thestylis, take this to-morrow * 

(It can woi^ him bliss or sft'row^ 

Lay it on his threshold stone, 

Spit to the left, and say a^n^ 

“ She whose heart you tread on here * 
Charms you, Delphis! Love or Jear! ” 

Dead are you, poor little fool ? and ^’oif coiTUl not 
bring me my lover! 

• Ah, me! what shall f do ? Alone, alone I— 

I’ll think the story over of my«love, 
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How it began—wliat made the sweet pain, come. 

It was the day Anaxo was to walk 
Bearing the basket for great Artemis, 

With striped and spotted beasts in the procession. 
Oh ’—and you reDdlect—a lioness I 

Lady Mooi\! listen and pity ! and help me, bringing 

« > 

mv lover! 

( 

And niy old Thracian nurse, Theucharil a, 

Came—you reipember—teasing, tempting me 
To go and see them ^pass, and so I went. 

I 

0 fool! I went weariug the yellow bodice, 

And Clearista’s purple train fi-om Tyre. 

a. 

- 

\' 

Lady Moon! listen and pity, and say where tarries 
my lover! 

I , 

And' when we came hard by where Lycon lives 
Upon the paved way, there I saw him first, 

r 

^ ' * 

Delphis, with Eudamippus—oh, you know! . 

, His hair danced back from off his brow, like sprays 
Of bright arnaracae, when west winds blow, 
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And all his necla*, flushed with the heat of the games, 

« 

■ , I > 

• Shon6 as thou Ihinest, Moon! but rosier pearl! 


Lady^Mooc ! Lady Moon, listen, and pity, and bring 
me my lover! 


I saw him—looked! loved ! oh, my foolish eyes! 

• • 

Oh me! the coward colour of my cheeks! 

Oh, heart that straight went mad! I didinot mark 
Those fame beasts any nfore^ how I came home 

I cannot call to mind ; /ou know I lay 

• • 

Ten days and nights indoors, and never rose.* 


Lady Moon 1 sweet pale Moon I have mercy, and 
bring me this lover I 


I grew as pale—as white as thapsus-wood 1 
Say if I bi’aided uji^^my hair, or sa*ig I 
,Say i|jl grew not to a ghost, with^thinking 1 
When was the day you sought not who he waf? 

• Where was the crone^we did not plague for chy»s 
, To bring him ? All in vain ;* he never came! 
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Oh, Moon! hide not thy face. Oh, white Moon! 
listen and pity I 


So I grew sick with waiting, and I said, 

I 

ip !—heal me, or I die I 

This Greek Boy hath bewitched me. Go, my friend! 
Wfitoh aV^-the gateway of the wrestling-school; 

He cometh there, I think, to play or sit, 


Silver-faced Queen of the Stars, thou kdow’st we are 

I t 

not as imniortfils! 

“ And when i^e is alone, whisper full soft 

And say, ‘ Simostba bids thee come/ and then, 

If he will, bring him I ” So you went and came 

Bringing my love to me. But when I heard 

His sandals on the step, and saw his face— 

( 

K 

Lady ]\['vX)n !■ he^r this now, and pity, and shine wt 
I tell vou 1 


* 

And saw hi^ face, I turnecj, as cold as snow, 

« I 

And tears—I wot liot why—sprang to my lids, 
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And how to speak I knew not; not so much 
• As little cbildrel startled in the night, 

^ Thafsob, and know it is all well—but sob, 

^5Lnd will not stint even for their mother’s voice. 

I wSs as'dumb as dead thinga| Thestylis. 

• • 

Queen^of the planets and stars I forgive, and listen, 
and pity! 

For he with a bright gladness—not too bold— 
Entered^ sftid once looked hard, and theh looked 
down, 

9 

And sat against my feet; ajjd sitting, |aid, 

“ Only so little, sweet Simoetha ! thou 
Hast been the first to speak—as I was first 
Against Philinus in the race to-day,— * 

White-sandalled Mistress of Night 1 have patience, 
and hear me and help me. 

“ I should have conae, I swear it bj my head! 
To-morrow at the dusk. I meant to bring 
Some choice rose-apples in my breast. * Mayhap 
% You love them; and*a crown of poplar leaves 
Twisted with myrtle-buds aufj tied with i^d; 
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Lady Moon, where is he now ? so soft, so gentle, so 
fickle! 


“ And if you had seemed kind I should have spoke. 
I was not hopeles|:, for I won the prize' ' 

<• 

At runni^g^ and the maidens call me fair. 



Was once to tonch the goal of those dear lips j 
Then I could rest—no*t else ! But had you frowned. 
And l^ade me go, and barred your dwr on me, ' . 
Oh, Sweet! I think I /should have comeSvith lamps 
And axes, and*liave stolen you like gold ! ” 

i 

I 

Lady Moon, wkjre is he now ? ^o gentle, so eafhest,^ 
so* winning! 

I t 

“ Ifow shall I,” he went on, “ thank the gods first, 
And next you—you! the queen and life of me! 

i 

My kindest love—who badst me hither come 
Wh'^n I 'did .burn for leave-r-yea ! for I think 
Hephjestus lights no flame as Eros doth ! ” 

Lady Moon, look out of heaven, and find him, and 
bring him foj. pity. * 
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,So he spake, low and fait, and I, alas! 

•What conld I do,* but reach my hand to him, 

And fet him take it, and take me, and have 
**^0 kiss he sued foi’, and another such ? 

My dheeks were white no more^ nor my heart sad, 

f, ' 1 

iTor any trouble left; but we sat close,# 

And the, soft talk bubbled from lip to lip | 

Like fountains in the roses. All that time, 

• • 

And many a time we sat so: never once 
Failed he to,keep his word, and never oncf^ 

Left, sav8 with lingering fbot.. But one ill day 

He did not come, and then* it was I heard 

• • 

Stories, that vexed me, of another love: 

Mefixa’s mother, ai^l the harp-player 
Told me—and both are friends—he’d come^io more, 
‘ And that his house was loud with jiitjps and songs, 
And gay with crowns, not woven now lor me. * 

A 

Oh, Thestylis I twelve days ago this was, 

« 

And nQver have I seen him since that day. 

And never shall, unless my magic works: 
Therefore blow up the flame, and whirl the wheel I 


Lldy Moon! speed this^spell; and fetch me my 
false-hearted lover. 
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Speed this spell! if it l^rings you, 

Delphis, love shall live anew: 

If in vain I watch and wait, 

Delphis, love will turn to hate! 

Subtle dr, <gs I treasure here, 

Drugs of awful force and fear: 

9 ^ Syrian w'itch culled these for me^ 

In lonely caverns by the sea. 

DelphiSyif I "brew this drink 

It will send vou, as I think, 

•/ ’ #(* 

Down to Hades’ erate, to seek 

r 

A sweeter lipj a fairer cheek. 

Oh, Moon ! spare me this at last! 

Oh, Moon! speed it-^-if I must. 

And now farewell! for one day more 
I \^ai1|, and love him as before! 

Farewell, pale Moon, and planets bright, 
y W’^atchers with me this silent night! 



Xament of at)oiil5. 
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Woe is me for Adonis! gone dead is the com^y 
Adonis! 

Dead is the god-l ike Adonis! the young Loves wail 

• • 

for him,«ai! ai! 

Sleep no more, wrapped in thy raanJles of Tyrian, 
lady of Cyprus! 

Eise, dan thy raiment of azure, pale mourner^ and 
beat on thv bosom! 

Tell out thy sorrow to all—he is dead, thy darling 
Adonis. 

Ai! ai! wail for Adonis!—the young Loves wail 
for him, ai! ai! 

Hurt on the hill lies Adonis the beautiful; torn 
with the boar’s tusk, 

Toiji on the ivory thigh* with the ivory tusk, his 

A • 

low gasping 
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Anguishes Cypris’ soul: the dark blood trickles in 
rivers 

, Down from his snowy side—his eyes are' dreamily 
dimming ^ 

Under their lidsui and the rose leaves his* lip, and 
the kisses upon it 

Fade, ayid wax fainter, and faintest, and die, before 
Cypris can snatch them \ 

Dear to the Coddess his kiss, though it be not the 

« 

kiss of the 1 ivincy; 

Dear—but Adonis wis>ts nought of the mouth that 
kissed him a-dying. 


Ai! ai! wail for Adonis!—ai! ai! say the iioves 
for Adonis. 

Ciuel! ah, cruel the wound on the thigh of the 
huji.ter Adonis, 

r 

Yet in her innermost heart a deeper wears Queen 
' Cythercea. 

Bound the fair dead boy his hounds pace, dismally 

' i 

howling; ■ , , , 

- • # ^ • ' ’f 

Round liiip the hill-spirits weep; but chiefest of all 

‘ < 

Aphrodite, , 



lAMENT OF ADONIS 


>57 


Letting her Taright hair loose, goes wild through the 


• 'depth# of the forest 


i I * 

Paasional:^, panting, unkempt; with feet unsanclalled, 
r^whose beauty 

Thorp-blishel tear as she passes, find drip Avith the 

' blood of the Goddess. 

. > 

Bitterly Jaitterly wailing, down all the long| hollows 
she hurries, 

< 

Calling him Husband and *Lov\—her Boy—her 

. Syrian Hujiter. 

Meantime d^hd iu his gore lie4h he—from groin unto 
shoulder 

I 

Bloody; from breast to thigh ; fhe fairyo5ng fiaiji 
of*Adonis, 

Heretofore white as the snow, dull now, and gabbled 
with purple. 


Ai! ai! woe for Adonis! the Loves say, “ woe for 
Adonis! ” 

That which hath killed her sweet lover hath killed 

• . * ■ 
a grace which was gpd-like! • 

' ^Peffect the grace seemed of Cypris so lon^^ as Adonis 
' was living; 
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Gone is her beauty now—ai! .ai! gone dead with 

Adonis: ^ c w 

*1 

All the hills echo it—all the oaks whispey "^it, “ Ah. 
for Adonis! ” 

Even the river-vaves ripple the sorrows' of sad 
Aphrodite, 

Even t]je springs on the hills drop tears, for the 
hunter Adonis; 

Yea, and the rose-leaves are redder for griefi for 
tlje grief Cythersea 

Tells in the liollow dells, and utters ‘to townland 

I 

I ♦ 

and woodland. 


Ai! ai !i Lady of Cyprus, “ Lo! dead is my darling 
Adonis^! ” 

Echo answers thee back, “ Oh ! dead is thy darling 
Adonis.” 

Who, good sooth, but would say, Ai! ai! for her 
< pass^ionste story ? 

When that she saw and knew the wound of Adonis 
1 —the death-v'ound— , 

Saw the blood come red from the gash, and ^;he^ 

t t ^ 

t I 

white thigh t.-waning. 
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Wide outraught she her arms, and cried, “ Ah! 
« stay, iny Adonis ! 

Stay fifr.me, ill-starred love!—stay! stay! till I 
^ take thee the last time. 

Hold thee Snd fold thee, and lips meet lips, and 
mingle together. 

Rouse tJjjse—a little, Adonis I kiss hack forjfthe last 

• • • 

time beloved ! 

Kii^ me—kiss me—only so long^ as the life of a 


kiss is! . 

• * 

So I may silbk from thy mou4h to mv mouth, to mv 
innermost heart-beat. 

All the breath of thy life, and*take the Tast of its 
Ic^e-spell 

Unto tlie uttermost CaXU. - V/11^ ^ VTXXi p./V'XXViV/X xjr 

keep it 

As I did thee, my Adonis, sith thou dost leave jne, 
Adonis! 

Far thou dost go and for long—thou goest to the 
region of shadows, ^ 


Unto a hateful and pitiless Power, and I, the 
unhappy, 

* Live! and alack I am a goddess, and cannot die 
and go after. 
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Take thou my spouse, dark Qi^een! have here my 
husband, as thou art ' 

Stronger by lar than I, and to thee goeth 'all that 
is goodly. 

Utterly hapless my fate, and utterly 'hopeieas my 
grief is,'' 

Weeping my love who is dead, and hating the Fate 
that hath slain him. 

Fled is my joy, lik© a dream ; thou art dead, thrice 
lof/ely and longed for! 

Queen Cythenea is widowed—the Loves in my bowers 
are idle— 

Gone my charmed girdle with thee; why, rash one, 
V'ent’st thou a-hunting ? 

Mad wMt thou, being so fair, to match thee with 
beasts of the forest.*’ 


So grieved the Lady of Cyprus—the young Loves 
“'wept for her sorrow, 

Saying “Ai! ai! Cythersea! gone dead is her darling 
Adonis.” 

I • 

Drop by drop as the hunter bleeds, the tears of the 

t 

Goddess 
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Fall and blend wit||i the blood, and both on the 
• ground become flowers; 

E^|^bloss«ms grow from the blood, and wind-lilies 


out of the tear-drops. 


Ai! ai! ^n^ely Adonis—gone dead is the ^o<i-liVe 
Adonis; 

Wander no longer bewailing in glade and in tliicket, 
sad lady! • 

Fair is his fied of leaves, anS fi»grg,nt the couch 
where thy love lies, 

Dead, but as lovely as life—yea, dead—but as lovely 

• ^ 

as sleep is; 

Lap him in mantles of silk—such robes as Be once 
took delight in 

When by thy side he passed in caresses the season 
of starbeams, 

Lulled on ajcouch of gold—though dead, the raiments 

m m 

become him; 

Heap on hin:^arlands and blossoms and buds^entomb 
them together; 

WhUn that Adonis died, t^e flowers died too, and^ 
were withered! 
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Kain on him perfumes and odo^irs, shed myrtle and 
spices upon him; ’ ^ 

(Let all delightful things die and go with liim,^np 

l'- * 

dead is the dearest. 


So lies he*’ lovely, in death-shroud of purple, the fair 
young Adonis; 

Hound about his couch the Loves go piteously wailing, 
Tearing their hair for Adonis; and one has charge 
of^his arrows. 

One of his polished, bov?, and one of his well-feathered 

quiver; 

1 

O'fie unclasps his sandal, and one in a water-pot golden 
firing!^ bright' water to lave ^is limbs; and one, at 
the'’bier-head, 

Fans with h'^r pinions the forehead and eyes of the 
sleeping Adonis. 


Ah! but for Oypris herself the young Loves sorrow 
"the soT-eit; 

Quenched are the marriage-lamps in the halls of the 
^ God Hymenaeas,. <. 

Scattered his marriage clowns; no more he sin^s, 
“ Hymen, oh ! Hymen," 
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“ Hymen! ” no mojje is the song he goes singing, 
bufr evermore ai! ai! 

for* Adonis,” he cries, and “ Ah ! ” say th» 
Graces, “ Adonis! ” 

More tUan t£e marriage-god even, they weep for the 
Syrian huntsman, 

One to'^h^ other still saying, “ Dead—dei^l is J;he 
lovely Adonis! ” 

All«the high Muses bewail—but he hears no more 
music a^d singing, * 

Nay, not if ftiat he would : I*ate Jiolds him fast and 
for ever. 

Cease, Cythersea, thy sobs; a little while res* from 
thine anguish, 

Soon must thy tears flow again, and <ig?fciu come the 
season of sorrow. 


Fiio.Mi Dion. 
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Glory and praise to those sweet Lamps of earth* 

The nine fair Daughters of Almighty Jove, 

f < 

Who, all the pf,ssa*ge dark to death from birth, 

Lead \yandering ^ouls with their bright beams of 
love. 


Through cares of mortal life, thi’ough pain and woe, 

f f. 

The tender solace of their counsel saves; 

f 

The healing secrets of their songs forego 

g 

Despair; and when we tremble at the waves 


On life’s wild sea of murk incertitude, 

Their 'gentle topch upon the helm is pressed, 
Their hand points out the beacon-star of good, ,, 

r r 

Where we shall make our harbour, and have rest- 
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The planet of our home wherefrom we fell, 

•Allured.by this poor show of lower things, 
Tempted .among earth’s dull deceits to dwell: 

But oh! great Sisters, hear his prayer who sings, 

And calm the restless flutter of his breast^ 

And.fill him with the thirst for wisdom’s^^tream ; 
Nor ever suffer earthly.sights unblest 
To turn his vision from the*eternal beam. 

Ever and eTer higher, from the throng 
Lawless and witless, lead his feet aright 
Life’s perils and perplexities among, 

To The white centre of the sacred iJighT). 

Feed him with food of that rich fruit which grows 
On stems of splendid learning—dower him still 
With gifts of eloquence to vanquish^hose ^ 

Who err ;—let soft persuasion change tBeir will. 

^ 9 

% 

Hear, heavenly Sisters, hear! oh, ye who know 

* • 1 * * 

The winds of wisdom’^ sea,^the.course to steer; 
Who light the flame that^lightens all below. 

And bring the spirits of the perfect there 



PRAYER TO THE MUSES. 


166 

Where the immortals are, when this life’s fever 
Is left behind as a dread gulf o’erpassed ; 

And souls, like mariners, escaped for ever, 

Throng on the happy foreland, saved at last. 

So bring, high Muses! open me the scroll 
Wherts^ Truth is writ in characters of fire; ^ 

Roll from my eyes the mists of life—oh! roll, 

That I may have my spirit’s deep desire, 

« 

Discerning the divine in undivine, 

The god in m»an-^thei life of us in death; 

Nor let dii?e powers piLuck this soul of mine 

From its most precious hope—to merge beneath 

) I 

Deep floods of black oblivion, far from bliss. 

From light, fiom wisdom—^never let dark doom 
Shut my lost soul in such despair as this, 

« 

My sou’ that tt, so weary of the gloom ! 

L 

But hear knd .help, ye wise a.^d shining Nine! 

I yearn and strive towards your heavenly side; 

M 

Teach me the secret of the mystic sign. 

Give me the lore that guards, the words that guidU 

Fkom Proclus. 
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TO MY DAUGHTER. 

V 

Because I know my verse shall henceforth live 
Qn lips to be, in hearts as ^et hnbeating; 

Because the East and West will some day giye— 
When FSlith and Doubt are friends, at some far 
meeting— 

Late praise to him who dreamdQ it,—therefore, hye, 
As bne that carves upon a growingiowillow 
The word it is to keep for many a year; ^ 

As one that paints, before she breasts the billow, 

A dear name on his vessel’s prow; as one 
Who, finishing a fane, makes dec^ation 
With golden letters on the polished stone,* 

Crowning his toil bloving celebra^on,*- 
Here, while these last, our love I celebrate, 

Tor thy sake and thy Mother s,—5writing ‘'Eate.” ^ 


ChriatmaSf 1884 . 



Mitb a IDolumc of TCranslations. 

I 


Flowers from Greek orardens, Fannie!' old turned 


new; 


, Doric, lEolic, Attic gathered here : 

You made thei pleasant sunshine where they grew ; 
Such ^as the growth is, have the blossoms, Dear! 



H)ebfcation of a Booft. 

. [From the Sanskrit.] 

Sweet ! on the daisies of your English grave 
I lay this fittle wreath of^ndian flowers, 

Fragrant for me, because th^ scent they have 
Breathes of the memory of •ur weddeA hours 

For others scentless f and for you, in Heaven, 

Too pale and faded, dear dead wife ! to wear 
Save that they say, which makes afl fa*ult forgiven. 
That he who brings them lays his heart too there. 


1866 . 



Ube Epic of tbe Xion. 

( 

[From th French of Victor Hugo’s *‘L’Art d’etre Grandpfere»” 


¥4 


I. 

« 

A Lion in his jaws caught up a child— 

Not harming it—and to the woodland, wild 
W^h secret streams find lairs, bore off his prey; 

The beast, as ope might cull a flower in May, 

I 

Had plucked this bud, not thinking wrong or rigf t, 
Mumbling its stalk, too proud or kind to bite,— 

A lion’s way, roughly compassionate! 

Yet truly dismal was the victim’s fate; 

Thrust in i- cave which rumbled with each roar, 

His f<?Dd v’ild herbs, his bed the earthy floor, 

He lived, half-dead with daily frightening. 

was a rosy boy, son of a king; 

A ten-year lad, with bright tyes shining wide; , 

And, save this son^his Majesty beside 
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Had but one girl—two years of age—and so 
The monarch suffered, being old, much woe, 

JT ia heir.the monster’s prey, while the whole land 
In dread both of the beast and king did stand; 

Sore terrified were all. 

By came a Knight' 

That rcftd^who halted, asking, “ V.'hat’s thtJf^rjght ?” 
They told him, and he spurred straight for the 
• den. 


Oh, such & place ! the sunlight ^tering in 

Grew pale—and crept, so grim a sight was shown 

• • 

Where that gaunt Lion on the rock lay prone; • 
The wood, at this payt thick of growfti and Ti^t, 
Barred out the sky with black trunks closely set; 
Forest and forester matched wondrcjus ^ell! 

Great stones stood near, with ancient tales to 


tell,— 

Such as jnake moorlands weird in Brittany,— 
And at its edge a moj^tain you mi glib ge^ ' 
One of those iron walls which shut off heaven ; 

* t • 

The Lion’s den was a deep cavern driven 
* \nto this granite ridge, fenced round lyth oaks. 
Cities and caverns are discordant*folks, 


f 


I 
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» f 

They bear each other grudges ! this did wave 
A rustling threat to trespasser,—“ Hence, <^knave ! 
Or meet my Lion ! ” 

In the champion went! 

The den had all the sombre sentiment 

Which piilaces display—deaths—murderings— 

Terror^!—you felt “ here dwells one of the l^ngs : ” 

Bones strewn around showed that this mighty lord 

' < 

Denied himself nought which his woods afford. 

A rock-iift, pierced by stroke of lightning, gave 
Such misty glimmer as a den need have : 

W'hat eagles might think dawn, and owls the 
dusk, 

flakes day enough for kings of claw and tusk. 

All else V, as regal, though ! you understood 
Why the majestic brute slept, as he should, 

On leaves, with no lace curtains to his bed; 

And how his wr^e was blood—nay, or instead. 
Spring-water lapped sans napkin, spoon, or cup, 

Or ladkeys. , ' ^ 

Being from spur to crest mailed up, 
j he champion enteiS. 

iT 

In the den he spies 

* */ 

Truly a Mighty One ! Crowned to the eyes 
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With shaggy golden fell—the Beast!—It muses 
With look infallible; for, if he chooses, 

JChe master of a wood may play at Pope, , 

And this one showed such claws, there was small hope 
To afgue with him on a point of creed! 

The Knight approached—yet not too fiftsj, indeed ! 
His footfall clanged, flaunted his rose-red i!^ther; 

None the more notice took the beast of either, 

• • 

Skll in*his own reflections plunged profound. 
Theseus a-m%rching upon that black groundp 
Of Sisyphus, Ixion, and dirS hey, 

Saw such a scene, murk and implacable. 

But duty whispered, “ Forward I ” so the*Knight» 
Drew forth his sword : the Lion at that siglij 
Lifted his head in slow wise, grim to see, • 


The Knight said: “ Greeting, monstrous bruise, to 
thee! , ^ 

In this foul hole thou hast a child in keeping,— 

I search its noisome j^oks with glanees s^VeefJing, 
But spy him not. That child I must reclaim; 
Friends are we if thou^’end^reste up tSe same ; 

*If not—I too am lion.lhou wilt find; 

• • 

The king his lost son in his arms shall bind; 
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While here thy wicked blood runs, smoking-hot, 
Before another dawn.” 

^ “I fancy not!” 

Pensive, the Lion said. 

M. The Knight strode near, 

Brandished.. bis blade and cried : “ Sire ! have a 
care! « 

» 

The Beast was seen to smile—ominous sight!— 
Never make lions spaile ! Then joined they fight, 
The mam and monster, in most desperate duel 
Like warring giants, angry, huge, and cruel; 

Like tigers crimsoning an Indian wood, 

The man with steel, the beast with claws as good; 
Fang rrhatching blade, hide mail, that sylvan lord 
Hurled himself foaming on the Hashing sword: 

Stout though^tha Knight, the Lion stronger was, 
And »tore his brave breast under its cuirass; 

And, striking blvw on blow with ponderous paw. 
Forced plate and rivet off, until you saw 
Through all the armour s crack ■ the bright blood spirt. 
As when clenched fingers make a mulberry squirt; 

I 

Ahid piece by piece ae stripped the iron sheath, 

, Helm, armlets, greaves—gnawed bare the bones be¬ 
neath. 
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Scrunching that hero; till he sprawled—alas ! 
Beneath his shield, all blood, and mud, and mess, 
.^'hereat,the Lion feasted: then it went 
Back to its rocky couch and slept content. 



Next came a hermit. 

• • 

He found opt the cave; 

With girdle, gpwn, and cross—trembling and^rave 
He entered. There that Knlght^lay, out of shape. 
Mere pulp : the Lion, waking up, did gape. 
Opened his yellow orbs, heard some one ^ope, • 
And—seeing the woollen coat bound Vith a rppe, 
A black peaked cowl, and inside that a ma*— 

He finished yawning and to growl bpgajj : 

Then, with a voice like prison-gates which creaky 
Roared, “ What wouldst thou ? ” 

. « My King ! ” 


“ Of whom ? ” 


“King?” 

“ May I speak ? ” 


“ The Prince.” 

• • 

“ Is that what makes a 




mg 
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The monk bowed reverence; “ Majesty ! I bring 
A message—wherefore keep this child ? ” 

“ For that 

Whene’er it rains I’ve some one here to chat.” 

“ r.-'turn him! ” 

“ Not so! ” 

“ What then wilt thou do ? 

r » 

Wouldst eat him ?” 

“ Ay—if I have nought to <;hew! ” 
“ Sire ! think upon his Majesty in woe ! ” 

“ They killed my ^dam,” the Beast said, “ long 
- ago.” 

/ 

“ Bethink thee, sire, a king implores a king.” 

“ Nonse^nse—h^’ talks—he’s man ! when my notes 
ring,^ 

A Monarch’s^^^eajd.” 

“ His only boy!” 

“Well, well! 

He hath a daughter.” 

“ She f,^no heir.” 

“ I dwell 

■ C 

*Alone in this my home, ’mid jvood and rock, 
^^^hunder my music, and the lightning-shock 
My lamp;—let his ecntent him I ” 
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“ Ah ! show pity.” 
“What msans that word ? is’t current in your city ? ” 
^Lion,*thpu'dst wish to go to heaven—see here! ^ 

I offer thee indulgence, and, writ clear, 

God’s •passpdrt to His paradise—” 


“ (lat ^en^, 

'Phou holy rogue! ” bellowed the Beast immense. 
The hermit disappeared! 


III. 

There%t left free, 

I'^ull of a lion’s vast serenity 

He slept again, letting the still night pass: 

The moon rose, starting spectres on tlie grass,* 
Shrouding the marsh with mist, blotting thft ways, 
And melting the black woodland to gra^^maze; 

No stir was seen below, above, no motion ' 

Save of the white stars trooping to tlA ocot^u : 

And while the mole and cricket in the bratce 
Kept watch, the Lion’^ Sieasured breath ^icT make 
Slow sympJ;iony which held all creatures calm. 

Sudden—loud cries and*clamours, striking qualm 
Into the heart o’ the quiet! horn and shout 
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Causing’ the solemn wood to reel with rout, 

And all the nymphs to tremble in their tr<^es ! 

The uproars of a midnight chase are these,. 

Which shake the shades, the marsh, mountain and 
' - stream. 

And snoil the silence of their sombre dream. 

* « 

The thicket flashed with many a lurid spark 
Of torches borne ’mid wild cries through the dark; 
Hounds, nose to earth, ran yelping through the wood, 
And armed groups, gathering in the alleys, stood. 
Terrific was the noise that rolled before ; ’ 

. It seemed a squadron ; nay, ’twas something more— 
Af-whole battalion, sent by that sad king 
With force of tlrms his little Prince to bring, 
Together with the Lion’s bleeding hide. 

Which here was right or wrong ? who can decide ? 
Have beasts or men most claim to live ? God wots 1 
He is the init, we the cipher-dots. 

f i 

Well warmed with meat and drink those soldiers were, 
*iIood hearts they bore—and many a bow and spear; 
Their number large, and by a captain led 
Valiant, whilst sovae in foreign wars had bled, 
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And all were men approved and firm in fight. 

The Lion Jieard their cries, affronting night, 

^or by*th^s time his awful lids were lifted ; 

But from the rock his chin he never shifted, 

And Only hife great tail wagged to and fro. 

w 

Meantime, outside the cavern, startled so, 

Came close the uproar of this shouting crowd. 

• • 

Asrt'ound a web flies buzzing in a floud, 

Or hive-bees smarming o’er a bear ensnared, • 

This hunter-legion buzzed, afld swarmed, and flared. 
In battle order all their rankS were set: 

’Twas understood the Beast they came to get, • 
Fierce*as a tiger’s cunning—strong tcf seize —^ 

Could munch up heroes as an ape cracks fleas, 

Could with one glance make Jove’s^ ov^ bird look 
down; 

Wherefore they laid him siege as to r»towm 
The pioneers with axes cleared the way, * 

The spearmen followed ,'ti a close arrays • 

The archers held theii^arrows on the string; 

Silence was bid, lest au^ chattering 
Should mask the Lion’sTootstep in the wood; 

The dogs—who know the raoment«\’hen 'tis good 
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To hold their peace—went first, nose to tlie ground, 
Giving no tongue ; the torches all around > 

Hither and thither flickered, their long beams 
Through sighing foliage sending ruddy gleams ;— 
St''’h is the order a great hunt should have. 

And S(^on between tlie trunks they spj the cave, 

A black, dim-outlined hole, deep in the gloom. 
Gaping, but blank and silent as the tomb, 

I 

Wide open to the night, as though it feared, 

As little all that clamour as it heard. 

There’s smoke where fite smoulders, and a town, 

f 

. When men lay siege, rings tocsin up and down; 
hfothing so here ! therefore with vague dismay 
Each stood, and grasp on bow or blade did lay, 
Watching the horrid stillness of that chasm: 

The dogs among themselves whimpered: a spasm 
FrcMti the horror lurking in such voiceless places— 
Worse than th& rage of tempests—^blanched all faces: 
Yet they were there to find and fight this Thing, 

So they advance, each bush'examining, 

Dreading full sore the very prey they sought; 

‘wThe pioneers held high the lamps they brought: 

“ There! that is it! the very mouth of the den! ” ' 
The trees all round it muttered, warning men: 
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Still they kept step and neared it—look you now 
Cftmpahy’a pleasant! and there were a thou— 


Good Lord !—all in a moment, there's its lace! 
Frightful !—*they saw the Lion ! Not one pace i 
Further stirred any man; the very trees • ^ 

Grew blacker with his presence, and the breo^ , 
Blew shudders into all hearts present there : 

Ye#, whether ’twas from valour or wild fear, 

The archers dijew—and arrow, bolt, and dart* 

Made target of the Beast. lie, oji hj^s part— 

As calm as Pelion in the rain or hail— 

0 

Bristled majestic from the nose to tail, 

And stook full lifty missiles from hisliide; 

Yet any meaner brute had found beside * 

Enough still sticking fast to make hvn y^ll 
Or fly; the blood was trickling down his fell, 

But no heed took he, glaring steadfastly; 

And all tjiose men of war, amazed to be 
Thus met by such stupendous might aftd^pnde* 
Thought hyn no beg,st, but some god brutified. 

The hounds, tail down, skmk l:jack*behind the spears;' 
^nd then the Lion, ’mid ^le silence, reaj.’S 
His awful face, and over wood and*marsh 
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Roared a vast roar, hoarse, vibrant, vengeful, harsh,— 
A rolling, raging peal of wrath, which spread * 
From the quaking earth to the echoing vault o'erhead^ 
Making the half-awakened thunder cry, 

“Vv^ho thunders there ? ” from its black bed orsky. 

Thi,s epded all!—sheer horror cleared the,coast! 

As fogs are driven by wind, that valorous host 
Melted, dispersed .to all the quarters four, 

Clean panic-stricken by his monsti’ousi roar; 

I f 

Each with one jmpnlse—leaders, rank and file, 

' Deeming it haunted ground, where Elarth some while 

I 9 

Is'wont to breed marvels of lawless might— 

They rcampered, mad, blind, reckless, wild* with 
fright. 

Then quoth/hcrLion, “Woods and mountains! see, 
A thousand men enslaved fear one Beast free ! ” 

As lava to* volcanoes, so a roar 

Is to lihese ^rtatures; and, eruption o’er 

In heaven-shaking wrath, they mostly oa\m. 

"The gods themselvUs to lions yield the palm 

C 

For magnanimity. When,Jove was king, 

< f 

Hercules said, “ Hfet’s finish off the thing. 
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Not the Nemaean merely ; ev^ery one 
We’ll ^raijgle—all the lions.” Whereupon 
Sjhe lions,yawnecl a “ much obliged ! ” his way. 

But Tbhis Beast, being whelped by night, ^ * 

\ 

day— 

' r 

Offspring of glooms—was sterner; one of those ^ 

Who go down slowly Ayhen their storm’s at close ; 

• • 

Hi* anger had a savage ground-sw^ll in it: 

He loved to tqjce his naps, too, to the minute* 

And to be roused up thus with h^rn and hound,— 
To find an ambush sprung—fo be hemmed round— 
Targetted—’twas an insult to his grove! 

He paced towards the hill, climbed high abovq, 

Lifted his voice, and, as the sowers sow 
'I'he seeds down wind, thus did that Jiio^ throw 
His message far enough the town to reach. 

“ King ! your behaviour really passed speech ! 

Thus far po harm I’ve wrought to him yoifr son ; 

But now I give you notice—when night’s done* 

0 * 

T will makg entry at your city-gate, 

Bringing the Prince ali'se; aq|d those that wail. 

'To see him in my ja-ws-^lljour lackey-cre,w— 

Shall see me eat him in your palac% too! ” 
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Quiet the niL>'ht passed, while the streamlets bubbled, 
And the clouds sailed across the vault untroubled.' 

I 

t • . . - . * 

Next morning this is what was viewed in town: 

lTa\7n coming 1—people going!—some adown 
PrayiA^, some crying ; pallid cheeks, swift feet, 

An/1 ar huge Lion stalking through the st’’oet! 


IV. 


I * 


The quaking townsmen' in the cellars hid; 

How make resistance ?' brielly, no one did; 

The soldiers left their posts, the gates stood wide; 

'Twas ,felt the Lion had upon his side 

A majesty so godlike, such an air— 

That den, tji.p, ’syas so dark and grim a lair— 

It seemed scarce short of rash impiety 

To cross its path as the fierce Beast went by. 

(So to the \)alace and its gilded dome 

With' stateljsr cteps unchalleli^ed did ho roam, 

In many a spot with those vile darts scarred still, 

' ♦ 

‘As you may note aci oak scored with the bill, 

Yet nothing^recks that gianVtrunk; so here 
Paced this proud /.rounded Lion, free of fear. 
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While all the people held aloof in dread, 
Seeing th^ scarlet jaws of that great head 
Hold up,the princely boy—aswoon. 


• V Is’t true 

Priribes are'flesh and blood ? Ah, yes! and you 
Had wept wi\li sacred pity, seeing him# ^ ^ 

Swing in the Lion’s month, body and limb : 

• • » 

Tlie tender captive gripped by those grim fangs, 
Oa eitljer side the jowl^helplessly^hangs, 
Deathlike, aljpeit he bore no wound of toothj» 

And for tlie brute thus gagj^ed it was, in sooth, 

A grievous thing to wish to'roar, yet be 
Muzzled and dumb, so he walked savagely, » 
His pent heart blazing through his lAiming ^es, 
While not one bow is stretched, no arrow Jjlies; 
They dreaded, peradventuve, lest some shaft 
Shot with a trembling hand and faltei-ing craft • 
Might miss the Beast and pierce th« Prince: 

• So, still 

As he had promised, retiring from his,hill,* * ’ 
This Lion, scorning^own and townsfolk, sick 
To view such terror, gqes on^straight and quick 
' To the King’s house, ifoping to meet there one 
Who dares to speak with him :—««tside is none*! 
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The door’s ajar, and flaps with every blast; 

He enters it—within those walls at last !— 

No man! 

For, certes, though he raged and wept, 
K;s Majesty, like all, close shelter kept, 

Solicitous to live, holding his breath 
Specially precious to the realm. Now, death 

f f ' 

Is not thus viewed by honest beasts of prey, 

And when the Lion found him fled away. 

Ashamed to be so grand, man being so base, 

He muttered to himself in that dark place 
.Where lions keep their thoughts: “This wretched 
V. King! 

’Tis wejl, I’ll eat his boy ! ” Ihen, wandering, 
Lordly he^, traversed courts and corridors, 

Paced beneath vaults of gold on shining floors. 
Glanced at the throne deserted, stalked from hall 
To hall—^reen,^yellow, crimson—empty all! 

Hich couches void, soft seats unoccupied ! 

And as he walked he looked'^rom side to side 

V 

To find some pleasant nook for h?s repast,^ 

J5ince appetite was eom? to ni.unch at last 
The princely morsel. Ah ! what sight astounds 
That grisly lounges? ? 
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In the palace-grounds 
An al(?ov^ on a garden gives, and there 
V A tiny tljing—forgot in the general fear, 

Lulled in the flower-sweet dreams of infancy, 

Batffed with soft sunlight falling brokenly 
Through leafVnd lattice—was that moment v^aking , 
A littleJovely maid, most dear and taking, 

The Prince’s sister; all alone—undressed— 




Sbe sajlje up singing; children sin^ so best! 

A voice of joy, than silver lute-s|rin^ softer! 

' A mouth all rosebud, blossoming in laughter! 

A baby-angel hard at play! a dream 
Of Bethlehem’s cradle, or what nests'would s^ern 
If girls were hatched!—all these! Eyee, too, 
blue 

That sea and sky might own their sapphire new*! 
Neck bare, arms bare, pink legs and'*stomach bare I 
Nought Jiid the roseate satin skin, save \fhere 
A little white-laced shift was fastened* free ' * 

She looke^ as fresl^inging thus peacefully. 

As stars at twilight, or,as April’* heaven; 

** A floweret—you had said—divinely giyen, 

To show on earth how God’s owmlilies grow* 


so 
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Sucli was this beauteous baby-uiaid; and so 
'rhe Beast caught sight of her, and stopped— 

i 

, And then^' 

Entered; the joists creaked as he stalked straight in! 

Above the playthings by the little bed 

The Lion tbrust his shaggy massive head, 

Dreiidftil with savage might and lordly scorn, 

More dreadful with that princely prey so borne; 

AVhich she quick spying, “ Brother! brother! ’•cried, 

“ Oh ! mv own brother! ” and, unterrified — ’ 

Looking a living rose that made the place 

Brighter ard warmer with its fearless grace— 

% 

She gazed upon that monster of the wood, 

Whose yellow balls not Typhon had withstood; 

r 

And—well! who knows what thoughts these small 
heads hold ? 

.V 

She rose up in her cot—full height, and bold, 

And shook^her pink fist angrily at him. 

Wher^on^—close to the little'bed’a white rim. 

All dainty silk and laces—this h’fge Brute 
.^et down her brother gently,at her foot. 

Just as a mother might, and said to her,— ' 

“ Don’t be 2Mt loiv ! there he is, Dear ! there ! ” 



Itteiicfa. 

A PASTORAL POEM. 

"By itoniiNZO he’ Medici, hurnamed “Tin- Magnificrtit.'* 

I'ranslaled for the first tinu^ arut in the original 

metrCf from the Italian, 


- 

• » 

[This pnstoriil by tho great Floretitinc Ruler, Lorenzo t 4 ie Mnr^nifieent, 
is taken from tho Italian tuxt, [jn^ted at Berga^io in 1763 a,ii. 
Tho Bcrganieso editor remarks, of the Hfty stanzas composing it, 
“iSbwo ttei loro genereincomparahih ; ” andalljnay certainly admire 
the dramatic force with which the illustrious Medicean*lias, as it 
were, entered into the very heart and soul of his peasant, to depict 
a rural passion. The “ Noncia” was probabl}' written about A.l>. 
i48o-“the dawn of the golden ago of hbaliar# art—wheu the 
“ Magnificent" Lorenzo was chief of all tho scholars and poPj|;s, as 
well as of his citizens of Florence, and gathered at his table such 
men as Michael Angelo, Luca fligiiorolli, Otiirlandjjo, Filippino 
Lippi, Botticelli, Pulci, Poliziano, and Pico de Mir#.ndola.J 


I. 


I BURN jvith lovj^^love makes me bold to sing 
Praise of the damsel why uiJdoes my heart; 
Each time I think a little tender thiqg 

• • 

About her, ’tis as if my breatk* would part: 
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The world her match for beauty cannot bring, 

‘ No other eyes such lovely lightnings dart; 
Jn town and tower and city have 1 been, , 
But seen none nowhere like my country-queen. 


II. 

To Monticelli, every market-day, 

To Prato, Empoli, and San Casciano, 

^ I 

'I'o -Poggibonsi, and to Colle gay, 

By San Donato down to Dicamano; 

_ r* 

To Castelfranco, all Figline-way; 

San Pier’, Montagna, Borgo, Gagliano, 

^ if ^ 

Ofi/times I wend,—a-buyiug and a-selling— 
And B'vrberin, where mv Nenciozza’s dwelling. 


III. 


4V 


But never once—saving at Barberiu— 

See I a girl so dear, discreet, and taking, 

With cheek, and neck, and nape, and dimpled chin 
So smooth and white; or bf such perfect making. 
^ Her eyes! ’tis like torch-light, \^^en feasts begin, 

•' To feel their lids'’lift, and their glance awaking 
Joyance ; and ’twixt them comes the winsome nose 
With proud pink^fiL-ostrils, like the pits in a rose. 
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IV. 

Of pinlj sea-coral are lier dear lips dight, 

With, underneath, two strings of sea-pearls plenty • 
A Tuscan foal’s milk-row is not so white! 

(To judge tj^ereby my Nencia’s come to twenty.) 
Her stainless clieeks have all the softeneddi 

Of raisrted marble, chiselled smooth and dainty f 
Amid the blooms of Beauty she is^ Rose ; 

Tb(t-wi^;i world no such lovely wonder shows! 

V. 

'beyond all noble fortunes fortunate 

He’ll be, who takes her to his happ'; bosom; 

Well might he call his star glorious and great 
Whose lot it is to wear this heavenly blossom : 
Well may. he make his peace thenceforth with Rate, 
And lightly bear whatever ills should cross him, 
Who clasps fair Nencia as his wedded wifq^* 

White as wild wax, and yith love’s honey rife!* 

VI. 

I’ll liken thee to fairy cloudland gleams , 

f I 

Which mix the welkin and the w«rld together; 
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I will compare thee unto Dian's beams 
‘ Who round poor cabins sheds her silver weather ; 

I 

Spring-water none so fresh and sparkling seems, 

Nor late-trod wine so luscious. Sweet one! whether 
Early or late we see thee, ’tis as neat 

r 

And frir ajid wholesome as new-bolted wheat! 


\ ( 

vn. 

Her eyes can steal a shepherd’s soul away 

Tliro'ilgh wall of flesh, whenever she doth look; 

You see her, and ypu loVe, the selfsame day, 

Albeit the story goes’ her heart is rock; 

Tioops of tamed lovers her behests obey, 

And live upfjn her will, a patient flock : 

’Tis little she can lose giving one glance. 

But, whoso wins it, how his heart doth dance ! 

VIII. 

La Nencid 'mia ! Ali, the pearl she seems 
(jroTng^afoo^, on Saints’ ]Tu.ys, to hear matins ! 

She wears a bodice which righhi^)ra\'ely gleams 
Of damask’ and .a skirt of brightest satins, 

A golden girdle clasps her waist, and streams 

Down to the k^ee with jewelled pins and patines; 
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When she hath heard the Mass, and paceth home, 
H»w like a^ heavenly angel she doth come! 


IX. 

She hath no fetlow at the sheaf-tying, 

She works and laughs when all the rest are aped; 
Or else at hOme her merry wheel, fast-flying, ‘ * 

Spins ducats for her with its* daAcing thread: 
FoF^mSitso’s deft and rich she will he trying, ^ 
Woollen v ^Ik; and all thp while her head 
Droops like a snow-drop when* tlfe neighbours, 
mustered, 

Praise t^r. She is as sweet as millet-custard! 


X. 

Thou hast so witched me with thy braided brow 
I cannot ply my mattock as before; ' 

Por meat and drink I have no stomach nov^: 

* 

No morsel can I swallo'^ any more: * 

I grow so tlyn, the^J^Jiiered winter-bough 
Lets the blast through ;Lt wi^ a*Bigh less 
Nor day nor night repose* or comfort brings, 

I am so tied to thee by twenty strings. 


ov/a.v • 
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XI. 

1 am 80 wild with utter love of thee, 

All night I toss and groan and start and sigh ; 
The kindly gossips say, to comfort me, 

‘“(Shepherd! take heart! thou’lt win her by- 
and -by.’' 

Thf village damsels jest because they see, 

I go with cornaipuse, whero thou dost lie. 

At eve, and sing for love some little trifle, . ' 

But thou dost sleep, or with hushed laughter stifle. 

XIL 

( • 

L&st night 1 could not sleep a single wink. 

It seemed a thousand vears ere dawn would break. 
Bethinking thou wouldst take thy flock to drink 
At daytipie, end wouldst wend down to the lake; 
Soj not to miss one passing blessed blink 
Of thofie black eyes, I, for their sweet light’s sake, 
Waited tWb houi’s against the bake-house close 
Till the full moon set and my Nencia rose. 

xm. 

My Nencia’s beauty hath not; any blot. 

She’s stately, srttaight, and tall as wench can be ; 
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A dimple' in her chin ray love hath got, 

• Whk’h makes her bright laugh lovelier to see. 

• * 

There is no single charm she boasteth not; 

I think dame Nature framed her purposely 
So fllir, so fhie, so noble, and so tender, 

’ l’ ’ ’ i 

That all the \vj)rld might homage to her r^endor. 


XIV. 


I ^lled a posy of snow-blossomed^spray, 

■Witii buds^nd berries gathered here and Shere,— 
It was for ?hee; but thou didst tprn away 
So grand ! not deigning answer, foul or fair. 

spake I to myself, “ My love doth pfay 
The*high and jnighty; I will match her he^p! ’ 
And ofttimes since, albeit I tuni mine eye, • 

The folks may see )iow proud T pass,them by. 


XV. 

Yesterda^^, all day long, I watched for thefe 
Hard by the mill: I slid: “ If she comes now 
It cannot happen bu^^y chance will be; 

The beasts are ^fe, g^izinj^ updii the brow: 
We’ll loiter by the kiln,*Neucia and me ^ 

We’ll stroll together to the fountain,—thou 
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And thy Vallera,—under th’ hiding vine; 
i will tend thy flock and thou shalt herd ipitfe! ** * 

XVI. 

And when at last from your cot-door jrou came/ 

Holding the hound from hurrying fhe sheep. 

My hpart swelled in my breast, and shook my 

frame, « 

# 

While tears of j.oy down either cheek did cr^er: 

. 

I started for the cross roads, all aflame, 

Quickening piy ralves and heifers up the steep; 
And waited on the knoll where thou shouldst pass, 
^ut at the by-path thou didst turn—alas! 


I] 


XVII. 


When next tho« comest with thy water-pot. 

Wend, I beseech thee, hither to our well! 

I’ll draw, for th’ee, and make all toil forgot: 

W ho knows but there will be something to tell ? 
Ofttimes I had a mind to hide it not 

When thou wert by, but fea\\dways bpfell; 

Yet, if this is to hap, why linger longer? 

The chestnut’s on the bough, the grapes grow 
stronger 
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XVIII. 

] 1 ) wa^'in .April that my heart was caught, 

The day I saw thee plucking herbs and cresses. 

I spake thee fair, but thou didst answer nought 
And frowrjed, because folks passed, tossings thj^ 
tresses < 

To know thy name and house I vainly sought, • 
Lest love be lost for* what one jvord expresses; 

A from that hour I was no mor® the same: 

I grew thy tbrall; thou hadst me, meek and*tame. 

XIX. 

Naiclozza mia ! I have a mind to go— 

Now that my beasts are in the will to drink— 

Down to the pool, where thou must come, J know, 
And there to sit me still upon thekbrirdc. 

Till I shall spy thee cross. To loiter so 
Were pleasant, if it happen as I tMnk. , 

I’ll stay like stone until my sweet hath passed; 

Ah ! do not make ray watching vain at last! 

,xx. 

m 

Nenciozm mia! I go a’^jiturday , 

To sell two loads of wood in Floj«ftice-town; 
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While the sleek heifers cropped the flowers away 
I set me yesterday to cut it down. 

!A.h ! if thou dst come, Dear!—But at least,! may 
Bring fardels for thee, buttons for thy gown, 
Powi'ler, pomander,—not to beautify tl^e !— 

Or piiTs, OD n'&edles: something let m^ buy thee! 

XXI. 

I 

I 

/ 

Jove! when she dances, what a step ami skill 
What lightness ! like a kid’s her quick feet fly ! 
She turns as s\viftlw as the sails of a mill, 

' And marks the music, hand and foot and eye: 

1 < * . r" 

And, when all’s ended, courtesy low she will 

1 

And take two backward steps, so gracefully ! 

She makes the very prettiest salute. 

There’s not, in Florence any dame could do’t! 

c XXII. 

r 

Ask me, "dear! some small trifle from the fair! 

What shaldl fetch thee, wliat slight dainty thing ? 
, A. brooch of carved shell for m)H;ave to w.ear ? 

Or hooks and eyUs, or buckles, or silk strings ? 

A broidered gipsire for thy kirtle, Dear ! 

Or lace to tieVay lappets, shall I bring ? 
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©r wilt thou choose, to bind thy bodice close, 

I* 

A (y'rd of sky-blue silk ? or none of those 


XXIII. 

But*a long'^^cklace for ihy milky throat, ^ 

Strung with round coral beads of rosy jiink^ 

All witlj a cross to swing midway ; and, note^ ^ 

They make them great and small! which dost 

% • 

thou think 

* 

The prettier ?, if my blood could drop, God Wot! 
Round ruddy beads to pleas^ tl^ee, ’twould not 
shrink! 

o^ it i*f>nd thy fancy, hold it thine, ‘ 


% 

Though I should pawn this jacket, Nencia m^e! 


XXIV. 

If thou shouldst say, when Sieve rolls at flood, » 

“ Fling thyself in ! ” I’d headlong loop straightway! 
If thou shouldst bid so end my life, I wofild 
Dash head against a fock, and die "ihat w'ay*! 
Command^me any ‘i^ied that seemeth good 
In those dear ^es arid 1 sjiall^straight obey. 

I know some promise ttiis abundantly ^ 

Who would not spoil a pair of shc-a* for thee* 
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XXV. 

Yea! and T know—my Xencia ! my heart’s treasure 
« There’s some one whispers thee in my despite ; 
Let him beware! I’ll give him market measure; 

** S^x inches in his midriff, sharp and bright! 
Thou’st sepn‘the knife I wear ! Dio ! ’tis pleasure 
7*0 ipark it do its work at feast or fight! ■ 

If in my quarters it finds any man, 

By God! the steel shall inake him skip a span! ■ 

f t 

« 

C 

XXVI. 

Oh, me! a lass like this white maid of mine^.._ 

So honey-sweet and winning, ne’er was seer ! 
She’s lusty, large, and fresh , and still so fine, 

So fair and graceful,—of all feasts the queen. 

But yet that mirth and modesty combine 
To keep her ever all she shoul d have been; 

And how her singing all the feast enhances! 

And, dancing, how all dancers she outdances ! 

xxvn. 

I too know something !—with the best I’d vie 
if, encia ! I^red open all my heart: 
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There is no better judge porklings to buy ; 

• I shine^at plough and hari’ow, spade and cart; * 

When, stripped, I tie my seed-bag on, or ply ^ 
The axe, they say, “ What a stout wight thou art! ’ 
TheTmattock^nd the pick I wield like thunder, j 
And blow the horn and cow-pipes till you wopder. 


XX vm. 

a • 

But Thou, but thou ! Ah, none is like to thee ! 

A. well-scrpbbed kneading-trough is not svs white ! 
As syrup draws the flies thou dr^west*me; 

As figs tempt wasps so art thou my delight ; , 

Kl&ner lhan rape-blooms, sweet as what tlie bee • 
Sucks from their gold thou art! Oh, if I jnight 
One kiss of honey from that red mouth riflp, 

New goat’s cheese after such would seem a trifle. 


XXIX. 

I’ve waited all this while for thee to pass^ 

Musing my love whei% the quick waters ^i*ne; 

^ $ 

My beasts have grac ed oflF every bite of grass, 

* ' _ * 

I must not tarfy, or ^he fopls will pine . 

What doest, Nencia! iA)t to come ? Alas ! 

• • 

I looked to see thy wandering cJaarge and mine 
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Mix in the willows, then *twere one hour’s gain 
To let them seem one flock, though we be twain ! • 

XXX. 

Nen>Aozz& mia ! ’tis time for me to go ^ 

« « 

My yeai'lings must be tethered in the stall, 

God be with thee! I send fond farewell so— 

Far off; for Mona Masa lohd doth call. 

My heart stays here ! have pity ! let me know, . 

« 

Thon giv’st me back some tittle, if hot,all, 

Of thine. Goo\l-b^e ! Good-night! la luona sera ! 
Sleep soft,, and think .kind things of thy Vallera! 


XXXI. 


Nenda ! Nenciozza ! one day say you will 

Olimb the hill with me through the willows 
here! 


Promise! aay, “ Yes, I’ll come!” and fear no ill, 
Nenc%zza nvia ! I’ll desei'/e thee, Dear! 

I 

Nencia ! I love thee so; my lo'Js^s still 

So great and true, I’d die to bnng thee cheer ! 

If thou wert stung by some beast fell and frightful, 
I’d'suck the poi»jm, and think death delightful! 
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XXXII. 


at we^ight meet farther away, where yoncler 
The suij’s eye doth not shine in the green gloom;* 
Don’t say “ yon could not answer! ” do not ponder 
If we sho^d hear them when they ca^ed Iron* 
home: ^ 

But con^e, jind lift thy hood, and let the wonder , 

Of thy dark lovely eyes gleam on me! Come ! 

• * 

Eyes which befit thy beauteous breast and brow 
Being angel and an angel thou. 


XXXIII. 

Nmciozza mia ! I hear the bleating 
One of thy flock makes in the close below, , 

Some wolf, maybe, is there—killing and eating, 
With deadly jaws, thy lambkin. ^N^ay^ ’tis so! 
Wilt thou not take thy staff—wilt thou not? sweeting! 

And with me in the lonely valley go, ^ 

To strike^ the caitiff dead ? I’ll be with fliee! 

But all the folk shall sa/: “ She killed him f She!” 

XXXIV. • 

^ • 

Ah, come I I know a ntfet of speckled thrushes 
Ready to fly ; the prettiest feath&fed thing’ I 



204 


NENCIA. 


« 

’Tis hid away in a thick clump of bushes, 

“ There are no caged birds that so sweetly silig! *’ 
rTo-morrow I will show you, for time pushes, 

If thou’dst rear one; and then, Dear! I will bring 
•An oaten 5 while—for a good exc(i6e— 

T shaW'pasg, 'playing on my cornamuse. 


XXXV. 

r 

JSmciozza mm ! 1 shall not seem a clown 

( 

When I get home my broidered vest to*wear. 

And lace my sljfoes,''and tie rny long hair down, 
You’ll tpke me for p, sleek, rich townsman^. DearJ 
Just now I know I’m rough about the crown, , 

The' barber asks too much my locks to shear 
And curl, but if my marketing goes fairly 
1 will be barbered properly and rarely. 

XXXVI. 

h'areweff! my Lily with theTlovely bloom! 

I see the beasts are breaking'sfor the wheat; 
To-morrow, l^enciar! when again Thorne, 

I’ll bring you wild wood *fetrawberries—if they’re 
sweet— 
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So, when you hear my cornamusa boom, 

•Trip^to the spot we wot, where the roads meet, • 
At corner^of the orchard. I can find 
Dittany there for thee, if thou’st a mind ! 

XXXVII. 

k » 

I asked ^hee of thy father—dost thou know ? ^ 

Old Ijeco droned me^out some doubtful word, 

’ 

Anil, taking counsel of thy mother so, 

» * 

G ave me to^ understand I’m not preferred;» 

• ^ 

Yet look for me to come—(’less t|jou say’st “ no ”—) 
With such a band some day to catch my bird 
Tfiat none shall let. I’ve told Vather and niother 
Thee I will have for wife, and never other! 

XXXVIll. 

» « 

Oh, when I see thee compassed round with folk, « 
Something inside me seems to boil*and swim 
But if one makes thee eyes, ah, I could choke. 

My heart leaps up my^throat to con^ at hnu! 

9 

Alas! poor^heart! by this ’twere burst and broke, 

So full of thee Hi is; Qid to,the«brim ? 

f 

But that its thousand sfghs, each one an anguish, 

Fly all day long to thee, saying “ L^ianguish! ” 
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XXXIX. 

’Nencioxza / Come at dinner-time ! we’ll ^at 
Salads together, and, it may be, cheese ; 

Be sure you keep your word to come, my sweet! 

But sc^that no accursed gossip sees.^ 

I beajf my ,w6apons, Dear ! if we did meet 
Somp of old Beco’s crew under the trees , 
There’d be wild words—I know—and blood, may be 

t 

The Devil flay them, if they flout at me! 


XL. 

' I talk too fierce! Ah, Nencia !—when she goes, 

• * • •r' 

On feast-days, what a pearl of grace she seems T 

I 

Smooth, white, and clean, and neat from top to toes: 

A little ring on each midfinger gleams. 

For she hat,h store of trinkets, and bestows 
oo trimly here and there her beauty’s beams. 
Pearls tqo—fine pearls—my love wears! Not the 
best 

• t) • 

Can any where-compare with Nencia dressed! 


. XLI. 


Ah, Nencia! didst thou kno^ the love immense, 

« _ 

The burning Ifeve I bear for those bright eyes. 
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The tears I pour, tAe grievous woe intense 
•That* seems to crack and rend me with deep 
sighs; 

If thou knewedst this, and all—thy gentle sense 
Would mel^—thou wouldso all lesser love despise, 

* t 

And cry, “ My poor Vallera! thou art he » 

4 * 

That lov’st me most, thou shalt not woful be!" 


xLn. 


« 


I mark^ed thee^ Nencia! tripping home that day 
From Santo—oh, so splendid ! ^ I "s^ras dazed. 

Thou hadst a mind to take the meadow way 
. i^nd slipped adown where Beco’s asses grazed. 

I hid myself; quoth I, “ Meet now we may ! ” ^ 

Then while you singing tripped, I, b^jeathless, 
gazed; 

And so drew closer; but ere this could pass 
You spied me, and you turned aside, ejas! 


xmii. 


m 

Nendoisia mia ! it made me dumb with pleasure 

• > * 

To see thy rose-fair faqe eveju thus near: 

If I could once more confe^so nigh my treasure 
I’d live upon such joy a whole loc^ year! 
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f « 

If I could speak thee forth my love’s full measure 

'' Meseems my life’s luck would be perfect, Dear! 

J!f in my grasp that dear hand I could hold^ 

I’d not unclasp, to get mine filled with gold! 

(\ 

XLIV. 

I’m’hefe ! but Nencia does not come, nor wdke: 

Nencia ! why art thou such' a slug-a-bed ? 

Thou hearest me ; thou know’st that for thy s^-ke,* 

I blow this cornamusp ; why art thoii h’d ? 

Thou wert not won^ such heavy sleep to take! 

Pleaseth no more the music, as it did ? . 

All day I conned this gentle strain to sing the^^, 

I meant it for a charm would surely bring thee. 

XLV. 

0 heart too hand! what maiden would not render 

t 

Love to ill lover loving her like me ? 

Who else would melt not, a'lid wax honey-tender 
Seeing me suffer thus? Ah, Nencia! see! 

Thou knowest I am so faithful; mhot it end here 
The pain which should bo crowned with joy by 
thee ? 
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Ah, yield a little! one kind thought discover, 

TlSen d^l with me as pitchforks do with clover! 

XLVI. 

Nay^ when one speaks of forks, how deft she'is!,/ 

O jf 

There’s no sufth nimble worker in the land; 
She.weav’fes ft hat of straw that way and this, 

With knots and ends'so dexterohsly planned, 
You«neyer saw such skill! the neighbours press, 

To see th« plaits obey her cuhning hand. 

She can make osier-pots, and baskets, ioo. 

And what the best doth, that w’ll Nencia do. 

XLVII. 

1 

Nencia ! ah, Nencia ! I do love thee ao! , 

As the poor moth the flame which crisps his 
wings; j 

Ah mia Nendozm ! seeking thee I go 

As flies to honey, when^the sweetness ^brings 
Death. Mugt I die ? Then shine, dear Lantern! oh, -, 
Shed sweet deat^. Honey ! »But? if better things 

J 

Await me, then, kind Lo^e! be this now ,said 

f i 

B^ore the chestnuts fall and grapes grow red. 



210 


i 


NENCIA. 


XLVm. 

Peace, poor Vallera ! peace, thou foolish youth ! 

Wasted thy song is, and thy sorrow vain! 

It seemed she liked me once, but now, in sooth, 

^ ' i> 

^he likes me not, I see: therefore sharp pain 
Eives me and drives me, sobbing: for no ruth 
5 dy Jove will show, and these hot teara again 
Tell to what anguish I am led, alas! 

Who shake with passion, if she only pass. 


XLIX. 

Nencin ! 'Nencio^ ! "^thou wilt be my death! 

Yet so to see me die can please thee not. 

I. 4 

Ah, would to God that I could keep my breath , 
Whilst I drew forth my heart, and laid it hot 
Upon thy hand, to hear how its beat saith, 

“ Nenda ! Nenciozza ! ”—and to witness what 

L 

A load it hears! But, if thou didst so take 
My heart in hand, ’twoul^ sigh, “ Keep me! ” and 
break'! 

L. 

r 

Good-bye! Nmdozza ! Heaven have guard of thee! 
The weary blasts are to their homestead near; 
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9 ^ 

I must not have, for anv fault of me, 

Jieifer left lowing outside her lair; 

The last one now will o’er the river be. 

(Yea ! j^ea! Madonna Masa! I can hear! 

I*come !)* Farewell, cold Love! She ca^ls again,'* 
There’s Nanni bustling, and the win^ ty strt^! 



Z\)c Stratford pflorima 


“ Ah ! the troop at Ihe ^Tabard Inn, 

Mancipl/^, Miller, and Frankelyn, 

I 

Tightening the girths, and draining the aid, 

And away on their wild ride by river and dale! 

Gone, Dan •Chaucer! ffbne, but for thee 

Is the clatter of that gay companie, 

< 

The rattle and ring of stirrup and spur, 

Floating of plume, and folding of fur, 

t * 

With the round of tales that held from town 
To the sweet green slopes of the broad South Down. 
Certes! witji such it were pleasant indeed 
To patter an Ave, or finger ^ bead, 

And forth ea'ch dawn by the cock to wend 
^’rom bhrihe to shrine unto Albion’s^ end;' 

But their day is done, and th^ir course is run. 

None geeth forth on a pilgrimage—none!” 
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I 

“ Well I but the woods are ^s green as then, 

%nd ^the^ pnnshine as splendid on grey rock and 
fijen; 

linnet ^nd missel-thrush sing, I trow, 

With as rich a trill in their little throats now; 

* ’ 

,Biver8 will ripple, and beech-boughs wave, 

And thp meadows be decked in a dress as brave. 

And the great glad s^y build a roof as blue, 

• _ *3 * 

HboMt overarch only pilgrims two. 

Sweetheart„come! let us do as they 
Did in old time on as fair a day,; , 

We lack but a chapel whereunto to wend, 

•21 shrine and a saint for our journey’s end; 

. And of that gay ride—the shrine, God wot, , 

Is the dusty goal that I envy them not.” 

“ Nay, pardie! ” quoth she that I love^ 

“ Fit for thy mood as the hand for the glove, 

> 

dr the hilt of his sword for the solder’s fist, 

J 

Or a poet to be praised, or a lip to be kissed. 

Far on. yon path, by th'l emerald lea,, * ’ 

Fair Avoji glideth ad own to the sea; 

By the walls oSfa, clmrph, beneath wh'Ase stones 

3 

Sleeps dust sacred as 'Saintly bones,—^ 

His whom thou lovest.” 
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“ Eight good! ” 

And forth a foot to the lea I led, 

\‘ 

With staff and scrip and a spirit in tune 
To the merry noise of a midsummer noon^;:— 
Two we w^re of one heart and age ^ 

Goin^ piojis’’pilgrim age. 


Sooth! I doubt if palmers as gp,y 

** <» 

Ever set forth on so fair a way. 

Sooth! I doubt if a day so rare 
Ever made pilgrimage half so fair. 

But, certes! never did palmers go 
To holier shrine than where he lies low, 

Who miracles wrought for heart and eye: 

The wonder of Imogen’s constancy, 

The airy marvels,of Prospero’s isle. 

The'magic of Queen Cleopatra's smile; 

Her barge that burned on the glowing water. 
The patienct and faith of Lear’s leal daughter, 
The Eoinan Portia’s fond, firiu heart, 

Apd the Veronese lovers death did not 

‘ « 

Something I laughed, Hsav’n, ’ield ifr me. 

At Beckett apd Benedict sainls,—not he! 

So came"we on where the wayfarer sees 
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Red Warwick fadi^ behind the trees, 

Aid GjJy’s K reat castle beside the town. 

That “ setter up,” and that “ puller down.” 

For “ Stratfiyd—ho! ” our green road lay, 
And"! spake, with my heait in the ancient day ; 
“ Sweet! thou art fair for a prioresse. 

And I api an ^ Oxenforde clerke,’ no less; 

Tell out some fable of olden time! 


I i^^de you to prove by line br*rhyme, 

That woman jvas true ! ”—“ Benedicite ! ” 

“ Hearken my story and j ud^e,” ^quotli she. 


VERNIEK. 

If ever thou shalt follow silver Seine 

# 

Through his French vineyards and French^villages, 
For love of love and pity turn aside 
At Vernier, and bear to linger there! 

The gentle river doth so—lingering Ipn^ 

Round the dark marshland, and the pool*(5^rand’mer. 
And then with slower r^ple steals aw^iy 
Down from his merry Paris. Do thou fhis; 

’Tis kind to kee^ a memory of tl^e deai,—* 

The bygone, silent dead ; and these lie there, 

• . * 

Buried a twenty fathoms in the pqpl. 
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Whose rough cold wave is closed^above t||eir gr^ve, 
Jiike the black cover of an ancient book 
^Over a tearful story. 

Very lovely 

, Was Julie de Montargis: even now— • 

Aft^six hundred years are dead with her, 

Her village name—^the name a stranger hears— 

I , •> 

Is, “ La plus belle des belles; ”—they tell him yet, 
The glossy night-black pansies of the land 

€ * 

Lost depth in her dark hair; and that phe owned 
The noble Norman eye—the violet eye, 

^Almost—so far and fine its lashes drooped— 
Darkened to purple: 

All the country-folk 

Went lightly to their work at sight of her; 

And all their children learned a grace by heart,, 

$ * 

An^ said it with small lips when she went by, 

The Lady of th^ Castle. 

Dear past words 

Was a'lMhis beauty and thii gentleness 
Unto her firs't love and her playfellow, 

Roland le'Vavasour 

Too de^r to leave, 

' ^ • 

Save thtt his knightly vow to pluck a palm, 
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An^bear &e cros# broidered above his heart, 

Tte where tmon the cross Christ died for him, 

• *1 

Led him away from loving. 

But a year, 

An4 Jthey shall meet—alas ! to those who joy, 

It is a pleasant season, all too short, 

Hade of white*winter and of golden spring, 
With autumn fruitage after summer-nights: 

parted lovers count the* minutes up, » 

And ^e no s^inshine. 

Julie*heeded ^one. 

When she had belted on her Roland's sword, 
r-BuckledTiis breastplate, and u^on her lip* 
Taken his last long kisses. 

Listen now! 

She was no light-o’-love, to change and change, 

• t 

And, deeply written on her heart, she kept 
The night and hour the star of Love phould see 

A true love-meeting. Walking by the pool. 

• . 

Many a time she longed*to wear a wiiig, 

As fleet and white as the swift sea-bird*spread, 

• . 

, That she might Jaover over I^laivl s satis, 

Follow him to the fieldif and in the battle 

V • • _ 

Shield the hot Syrian sun from'dating him :• 
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I 


High on the turret many an autiitbn eve, | 

When the wise, wandering swallow tried] his rplumes 
tFor foreign flight, she gave him messages ,— 

Fond messages of love, for Palestine, / 

Unto her knight. What wonder, loving so, 

She greeted well the brother that he sent 
Fr(^m Ascalon with spoils—Claude Vavasour? 


I, 


Could she do less ?—he had so deft a hand 

t * 

Upon the mandolin, and'sang so well 
What Roland did so bravely; nay, in sooth, " 
She had not heart ip frdwn upon his songs, 
c When they sang other love and other deeds 
Than Rola'hd’s, being'brother to her lord. ‘ 

Yet sometimes was she grave and sad of eye, '' 
For kno\^ledge of the spell her glance could worjs 
Upon its watcher. Ah ! he came to serve, 

Ai^ stayed to love her; and she knew it soon, 
Past all conce£^lment. Oftentimes his eyes, 

I 

Fastened upon her face, fell suddenly. 

For brother-love and sham4; but, once and twice, 

‘-Julie had se'en them, through her tender tears, 

^ ^ 

Fixed on sonSe messenger from Holj'’ Ijand 

_ I 

With wild significance, the cirawn white lips 

^ % 

Wbrkihg for gri^f, because she smiled again. 
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He, spake’ no love^he breathed no passionate tale, 
Tift there oaoae one who told how Roland’s sword, 
From heel tdpoint, dripped with the Paynim blood; 
How Ascaloi\had watched, and Joppa’s lists. 

And Gaza, and Nicsea’s noble fight, ^ 

His chivalry; and how, with palm-branch won, ^ 
Bringing^his honours and his wounds a-front. 

His prow was cleaving Genoa’s sajjphire sea, 

Boujid homewards. Then, t£e last day of the year, 
Claude l)rougl^ his unused charger to the gate*, 
Sprang to t!ie broad strong back, ^nd ^ined its rage 
Into a marble stillness. Yet more still, 

Yonng Claude le Vavasour, thy Visage was,* 

More marble-white. 


She stood to see him pjiss, 
And their eyes met; and, full of tears^were hers 
To mark bis suffering; and she called his name, • 
And came below the gate; but he bowgd low, 

And thrust the vizor close over his face, 

So riding on. 


Before St. Ouen’s shx'ine 
That night the la^ watcjied—,a sombre liiglit, 

With fleeting beams of fitful moonlight sent 
’Twixt driving clouds; the grey stonCiStatues gleamed 
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Throngli the gloom ghost-like; ^e still effigies 
• Of kniffht aud abbess had a show of life, 

crimsons and faint amethyste 
That fell along them from the oriels; /' 

And if she broke the silence with a step, 

It ^med the echo lent them speech again 
T9 speak in ghostly whispers ; while, o’er all. 

With a weird paleness midnight might not hide, 
Straight' from the wall fet. Ouen looked upon hep, 

t 

Knitting his granite brows, bidding, l\er hc>pe 

0 

No lover’s ki.^s that night—no loving kiss— 

None—though there came the whisper of her name, 
And a chill sleety bfast of wintry wind 
Moaijing about the tombs, and striking her, 

For feas; down to her knees. 

That opened porch 

Brought more than wind and whisper; there were 
steps,, 

And the dim wave of a white gaberdine— 

Horribly dim; and then the voice again, 

, As though the dead called Julie. Was it dead. 

That form ^hich,«at the holy altax foot, 

I 

Stood spectral in the flickefing window-lights ? 

It do6s not tunjL, nor speak, nor seek for her,. 


w Lit by pale 


" - - 
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I ‘ 

But passes thro’ th^chancel, grim and still! 
Aft, Hqjj' Mother! dead—and in its hand 
The pennon If Sir Eoland, and the palm, 

Both laid so Itilly on the altar front; 

A presence like a knight, clad in close mail 

From, spur to crest, yet from his armed hlfeel 

• _ * 

No footfsijl; ^a white face, white as the stones, 

Lit by the moonlight lopg enough to know 

• • * 

How the dead kept his tryst; and It was gtine, 

Leaving the Iwdy on the flags, ice-cold. 

' * 






Oh, gentle River! thou that knowest all, 

Tell them how for a while she mourned her knight; 
How her grief withered all the rose-l^oomjDffj 
And wrote its record on her fading cHeek; 

And say, bright River ! lest they do her wrong, 

All the s^d story of those twenty moons, • 

The true-love dead—the Srue-love that Jived on— 
Her clingii^ memories, and Claude’s generous praise^ 


Claude's silent sWvice, ajid hei' tearful thanks; 
And ask them, Riverj^fcf Saint Charity,, 

To think not too much wrong, that^o she ga^e. 





222 ^ THE STRATFORD PILl&RlMS. 

I 

Her heart being given and gone,%er hand to him, 
»The Brother of her Lord.— 

1 1 

• Now banim care! 

Soothe it with flutings, startle it with drums! 

' Trick it with gold and velvets, till it glow 
Into^a seeping pleasure. Ah, vain! vain! 

f 

W^en the bride weeps, what wedding-gear gay ? 
And since the dawn she weeps—at orisons 

* i 

She wept—and while her women clasped the zone, 
Among its jewels fell her mocking tears. 

, . f 

Now at the altar all her answers sigh ; 
r Wilt thou ?—Ah ! fearful altar-memories— 

Ah! spirit-lover—if he saw me now! 

C‘ 

Wilt thou ?—“ Oh me 1 if that he saw me now ! ” 
He doth# he doth! beneath St. Ouen there, 

As white and sfiill— yon rnonh whose cowl is back / 
Welt thou ?—“ Ah, dear love, listen and look np.” 
He doth—ah (rod ! with hollow eyes a-fire. 

Wilt thou ?—pale quivering lips, pale bloodless lips— 
“ I will' not—>never—never!—Boland—never! ” 

t 

t 

f 

So went the 'oride a-swoon tp Vernier; 

So doffed ea^h guest his silkUn,braveries; 

So followed Claude, heart-stricken and amazed, 
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And lefl the Chapll. Bat the monk left last, 

And ^own the hill-side, swift and straight and lone,' 
Sandals anA brown serge brushed the yellow broom, 
Till to the mke he came and loosed his skiff, 

And paddlol to the lonely island-cell 
Midway over the wavelets. Long ago * 

The pecyple of the lonely water knew 

He came alone to dwe^ there—’twas the niglit 

• ^ • 

Of*Lady Julie’s vigil; ever since 

• ^ 

The simple fishers left their silver tithe 

.• • 

Of lake-fish for him on the wave>tfvori> flags, 
Wherefrom he wandered not, save when that day 
He^ent'unasked, and marred the bridal show,— 
Wherefore none knew, nor how,—save two algae, 

A lady swooning—and a monk at prayers. • 


And now not Castle-gates, nor cell, dor swoon, 
Nor splashing waters, nor the flooded,marsh. 
Can keep these two apart. The Chapel-Ifcl Is 
Ring Angelus and Even-^song, and thea 
Sleep, like^her waiting maidens—only Blanche, 
Her foster-sisteMf lying 8>t tha gate, * 
Dreaming of roving |pifit8—starts at o^e. 

And marvels at the night-gear, scaatly hid, 
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And, overdone with pity at her pliSnt, 
hiets her dear Lady forth, and watches her 

n 

Gleaming from crag to crag—but lost at j^st, 

A white speck on the night. /' 

' ^ More wrftohful eyes 

Follow her filing;—down the water-path, 

Mad <Eit his broken bridals, sore amazed 

r , 't' 

With fear and pain^ Claude tracks the wanderer— 
Waits, whple the wild white fingers loose the cord- 
But whvin she drove the shallop through the lalce 
Straight for th$, islarid-cbll, he brooked no stay, 
.But doffed his steel-coat on the reedy rim. 

And gave himself to the quick-plashing pool. 

And swimming in the foam her fieetness made, 
Strove after—sometimes losing his white guide. 
Down-sinking in the dark wash of the waves. 

4 

A 

Together to the island-cell they come, 

The shallop and the swimmer—she alone 

« 

Thrusts at the. wicket,—enters wet and wild. 

What sees he there under the crucifix ? 

■ 

What bolds his eyesigl\t to the ivie^ loop? 

( 

Oh, Claude!—oh furious heatt! be still, or break! 

* t 

The Monk and J^ilie kneeling, not at prayer! 
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She kisses him witlf warm, wild, eager lips— 
\^eeps,< 5 n his heart—that woman, nearly wived, • 
And “Sweetest love,” she saith, “I thought thee dead.” • 
And he—who is he that he fondles so 
In his her shaking hands, and bends adown^ 

Crying, “ Ah, my lost love! it was no gHogt 
That left^th§ palm-branch ; but I saw thee not 
In the dim moonlight qf the midnjght aisle ; 

And heard their talk of Claude, and held tl/ee false. 
These ma^ e*ring days.” Now, gaze no mor&, 
Claude, Claude, for thy soul’s peace ! ttshe binds the 
brand • 


Abi5(|^ his gaberdine, with close caress; 

She fondles the thin neck, and clasps thereon , 


The gorget! then the breast-piece and the helm 
Her quick touch fastens. “ Come av^ay,” she cries, 

“ Thou Knight, and take me from the’m all for thime. 


Come, true-love! come.” The pebbles,,water-washed, 
Grate wi^h the gliding of the shallop’s keftl, 

Scarce bearing up those fwain. 

Frail boat, be strong J* 

Three lives are Aine to Jseep-i-ah*, Lad^ pale. 

Choose of two lovers-^fdr^the other corqps 
With a wild bound that shakes theirotten plank. * 
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]\roon ! shine out clear lor Claude^h avenging bloAV ! 
"She glitters on a quiet face and form '' 

'"That shuns it not,—yet stays the lifted death. 

“ My brother Eoland ! ” — “ Claude, ah, brother 

mine ! ”— * 

{ 

“ I thougi^t lliee dead ! I would that I had died 
Ere this had come!’^—Just God! but she is thine!’'— 

r ^ 

“ He wills her not for either! look, we fill, 

I 

The curr^^t drifts us, and the oai’s are gone, , 

i' 

I will leap forth ! ”—“ Now by the breast we sucked, 
So shalt thou ?"-ot: .-let tlie black wafers break 
“ Over a broken heart! ”—“ Nay, tell him no ; 

Bid him to save thee, Julie—T will leap 

4' 

So sti’/ive they sinking, sinking—Julie bending 
Betweenrthem ; and those brothers over her 
With knees and arms close locked for leave to die 
Each for the other;—while the Moon shone down. 
Silvering their fai-off home, and the black w'ave 
That struck, and rose, and floated over them. 
Hushing theL* death-cries, liiding their kind strife, 
'"Ending the love of those great troubled hearts 
With silence, save'^for lappirig of lake. 
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Verily ! ” spake f, “ a troubled dame ! 

Sweeli } grand' mcrvi for this same! 

Tender and sad is the chronicle 
That Vernier taught thee featly to tell! 

Tenderer, fairer its lessons seem 

’ • 

From lips which speak and eyes wliich beam 
So true ^ trntl], and so fast a faith, 

Oh Love, whom I love,for life and for death!— 

• • 

thou in thy turn have heed to me; 

I know a stcary of constancy 
Where woman was changefu*i, ai4d m%n was true 
Peradventure, Kate! I shall tell it through 
Bef^e we come where Shakespeare’s bones 
Make holv walking of Stratford stones! 

“ Nay, but recount! ” she softly said. 
Doubtfully tossing a wilful head : • 

And hand in hand, in the shade of the limes, 

I told this tale of the Saracen times. 


KING SALADIN. 


Long years agc«i-so writes Boccatcio 
In such Italian gentlsniss of speech 
As finds no echo in this northern air 
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« 

To counterpart its music—long a^, 

When Saladin was Soldan of the East, 

'The kings let cry a general crusade; 

1 

And to the trysting-plains of Lombardy 
' The idle lances of the North and West 
Eode’all that'spring, as all the spring runs down 
Into a lake, from all its hanging hills, ^ 

The clash and glitter of a hundred streams. 

Whereof the rumour reached to Saladin ; 

And thht swart king—as royal in his heart 

{ I* 

As any crowned champion of the Cross— 

< That he might fully, of his knowledge, learn 

The purpose of the lords of Christendom, 

And wjien their war and what their armament. 

Took thought to cross the seas to Lombardy. 

Wherefore, witl\ wise and trustful Amirs twain, 

Alkhabited in ^arbs that merchants use. 

With trader’s band and gipsire on the breasts 
\ 

Which beshloved mail and dagger, Saladin 
Set fo'rfh upoR his journey perilous. 

I 

In that day, lordly land was LombardyJ 
A sea of coudtry-plenty, islapded k 

I 

With cities r^ch ; nor richer 6n^ than thou. 
Marble' Milano! from whose gate at dawn— 
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With ear that littie recked the matin-bell, 

^ut ^teen eye to measure wall and fosse— 

The Soldan rode; and all day long he rode 
For Pavia; passing basilic, and shrine. 

And gaze of vineyard-workers, wotting not 
Yon trader was the Lord of Heatlienes^.^ 

All dayjie rocfe; yet at the wane of day 

No gleam of gate, or i;amp, or ri^ng spire, 

* * # 

N^r Tessin’s sparkle underneath the stars/ 

Promised him Pavia; but he was ’ware * 

• , . 

Of a gay company upon the waji, # 

Ladies and lords, with horses, hawks, and hounds j 
Cap-plumes and tresses fluttered by the wind 
Of merry race for home. “ Go! ” said the kijjg 
To one that rode upon his better hand, • 

“ And pray these gentles of their ccyirtesj 
How many leagues to Pavia, and thS gates • 
What hour they close them ? ” Then the Saracen 
Set spur, and being joined to him that sftemed 
First of the hunt, he tolS the message*—they 
Checking Jheir jangling bits, and chiding down 
The unfinished^augh, tp listen—»but b^ this 
Came up the king, hjs^jonnet in his hg,nd, 

Theirs doffed to him: “ Sir Traderi” Torel sa'd 
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(Messer Torello ’tvvas, of Istria), >' 

^ They shut the Pavian gate at even- song, <•. 

« 

'And even-song is sung.” Then, turning half, 
Muttered, “ Pardie, the man is worshipful, 

A stranger too !” “Fair lord !” quoth Salad in, 

“ Please yop to stead some weary travellers, 

Saving where we may lodge, the town so far 
And night so near.” “ Of my,heart, willingly,” 
Made ans^’er Torel, “ I did think but now ^ 

To send'ray knave an errand—he shall ride 

t * 

And bring yommtoilodgnient—oh ! no thanks, 

‘Our Lady keep you ! ” then with whispered best 

He called their guide and sped them. Being g^e, 

TorellOftold his purpose, and the band, 

With ready zeal and loosened bridle chains. 

Rode for his hup ting-palace, where they set 

A goodly banqutjt underneath the planes. 

And hung the bouse with gnest-lights, and anon 
\ 

Welcomed those wondering strangers, thereto led 
Unwitting, by a world of winding paths; 

I 

iyfesser Torello, at the inner gate, , 

Waiting to tilke them in—ayvinsorao host, 

Stamped current with God’s tm<age for a man 
Chief among menj truthful, and just, and free. 
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There he, “ WeU met again, fair sirs! Our knave 
?Iath^9uncl you slielter better than the worst: 

Please you to leave your selles, and being bathed, 
Grace our poor supper here." Tlien Saladin, 

Whose swoi’d had yielded ere his courtesy, 

Answered, “Great thanks. Sir Knight, * and thivS 
much blame, 

You spoil us ibr our trade ! two bonnets doflted. 

• • 

And travellers’ questions hSlcTing you aliell, 

• i 

For sflch you give us this." “ Sir ! not your jueed, 
Nor wor^iy of your breeding ; but in^ sooth 
That is not out of Pavia.” Thereupon 
He led them to fair chambers flecked with all 
Makes tired men glad ; light.s, and the marble bath, 
And flasks that sparkled, liquid amethyst,^ 

And grapes, not dry as yet from evening dew. 

Thereafter at the supper-board th-jy sat; 

Nor lacked it, though its guest was reared a king, 
Worth provend in crafts of coolvery, 

Pastel, pasticcio—all se# forth on gol(^; • * 

And gracious talk and pleasant courtestes. 

Spoken in stately Latin, cheate(^ time • 

Till there was none bu4 held that stranu'er-sii-, 

# • • 

For all his chapman’s dress of cramasie, 
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' Goodlier than silks could make him. Presently 
.Talk rose upon the Holy Sepulchre : 

I go myself,” said Torel, “ with a score 

t 

Of better knights—the flower of Pavia— 

» To try our steel against King Saladin’s. „ 

Sirs! ye liavo seen the countries of the Sun, 

Know you the Soldan ? ” Answer gaVe the king, 
“The Soldan we have seen—’twill push him hard 
If, which nothing doubt, you Pavian lords 
Are valorous as gentle ;—we, alas ! ^ 

Be Cyprus meiyhants tnhking trade to France— 
^Dull sons of Peace.” “ By Mary ! ” Torel cried, 

“ But for thy word, I he’er heard speech so fit 
To lead the war, nor saw a hand that sat 
Liker a soldier’s where thy sword should be; 

But sure I hold ye sleepless! ” Then himself 

• * 

Plj^ying the chamberlain, with torches borne, 

Led them to restful beds, commending them 
To sleep anjJ God, Who hears—Allah or God— 

I 

When* good mjen do His creatures charities. 

» At dawn fne cock, and neigh of saddled steeds, 

» * • 

Broke the kiuig’s drgams of battle—i^ot their own, 

But goodly jennets from ToraJlo’s stalls, 

* i ^ 

Caparisoned to bear them ; he their host 
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Up, with a gracioi^ radiance like the sun, 

To bidjbhem speed. Beside him in the court 
Stood Dame Adalieta; comely she, 

And of her port as queenly, and serene 
As if the bi;p.ided gold about her brows 
Had been a crown. Mutual good-morrpw 'given, 
Thanks said aftd stayed, the lady prayed fier guest 

To take a token of his sojourn there, 

• • 

Marking her good-will, not'hfs worthiness J 

. * 

“ A gt)wn of^miniver—these furbelows , 

Are silkT[ spun—my lord w^ars ever ^such— 

A housewife’s thought! but those ye love are far ; 
Wear it ns given for them.” ^J'hen Saladin— 

“ A precious gift. Madonna, past my thanks; 

And—but thou shalt not hear a ‘ no’ from me— 
Past my receiving; yet I take it; we 
Were debtors to your noble courtesy; 

Out of redemption—this but bankrupts us.” 

“Nay, sir,—God shield you!” said tht^ kniglit and 
dame: 

And Saladin, with phrase of gentilesse * 

i 

Returned, or ever that he rode alone, » 

Swore a great oath in guttural Arabic, 

An oath by Allah—startling up the ears 
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( 

r 

' Of those three Christian cattle theiF bestrode 
That never yet was priucelier-natured man, 
vNor gentler lady;—and that time should see 
For a king’s lodging quittance royal repaid. 


It was the day of the Passaggio: 

^ I 

Ashore thb war-steeds ’chhmped the burnished bits ; 

\ 

Afloat the galleys tugged the mooring chains:- 
The town was out; the Lombard armourers*— 

V ' \ 

^Red-hot with riveting the helmets up, 

And whetting axes Ibi* the heathen heads—^ 

Cooled in the crowd which filled the squares and 

streets 

. % 

To speed God’s soldiers. At the nones that day 

« *■ 

Messer Torello to the gate came down, 

Leading his lady;—sorrow’s hueless rose 

% 

Grew on cheek, and thrice the destrier 

I 

Struck fire, in-patient, from*ohe pavement-squares, 

Or ere she s^oke, tears in her lifted eyes, 

“ Goest thou,»lord qf mine ? ” “ Madonna, yes ! ” 

Said Torel, “ for ray soul’s ws^al and the Lord 
Ride I to-day: good name and my house 
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Reliant I intrust tl*ee, and—because 
maj i)e they shall slay me, and because, 

Being so young, so fair, and so reputed, 

The noblest will entreat thee—wait for me. 

Widow or mfe, a year, and mouth, and day; 

Then, if thy kinsmen press thee to a chc^ce, 

And if I be nolf come, hold me for dead ; 

^ • • 

Nor link tliy bloom in g^beanty with the grave 

• * p 

Agg-inst thy heart.” “Good my lord !” ^answered 
*she, • • 

“ Hardly my heart sustains to let,thee#go; 

Thy memory it can keep, and keep it will, 

Though my one love, Torel of fstria, 

Live, or -” “ Sweet, comfort thee! San ^’ietro 

speed! 

I shall come home: if not, and wortl^’’ knees 
Bend for this hand, whereof none woitliy lives, • 
Least he who lays his last kiss thus upon it. 

Look thee, I free it-” “ Nay !” she s«,id, “ but J, 

A petulant slave that hu<|s her golden chain, “ * 

Give that g^ft back, and with it this poor ring: 

Set it upon thy ^word-hgnd, qnd in fight 
Be merciful and win, thinking of me." 

Then she, with pretty action, drawi^ig on 
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Her ruby, buckled over it bis glove— 

‘The great steel glove—and through the helmsit bars 

I 

Took her last kiss :—so let the chafing steed 
Have its hot will and go. 

Jlut Saladin,' 

Safe back ailiong his lords at Lebanon, 

Wfll wotting of their quest, awaited it, , 

• • 

And held the Crescent up agqinst the Cross. 

\ * * 

In many ^ doughty fight Ferrara blades 
Clashed with keen Damasc, many a werry month 
Wasted afield buhyet the Christians 
Won nothing nearer to Christ’s sepulchre; 

I 

Xay, but gave ground. At last, in Acre pent, 

On th^ir loose files, enfeebled by the war, 

Came str^'nger smiter than the Saracen— 

The deadly Pes|,: day after day they died, 
rikeman and kiiight-at-arms; day after day 
A thinner line^upon the leaguered wall 

i 

Held off the heathen:—held them off a space; 
Then,'(3Ver-waakened, yielded, and gave up 
The city anci the stricken garrison. , 

So to sad (fliains and.hateful servij[ude. 

t 

Fell all those, purple lords—0h.ristendom’s stars, 

* ^ 

OnCe high in hope as soaring Lucifer, 
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Now low as sinking Hesper: with them fell 
])less6ii Torello—never one so poor 
Of all the hundreds that his bounty fed 
As he in prison—ill-entreated, bound, 

Starved of sweet light, and set to shameful tasks; 
And that great load at heart to know the clays 
Fast flyipg,^an& to live accounted dead. m 

One joy his gaolers left him,—his^ood hawk ; 

• • f 

brave, gay bird that crossed the seas \vith him: 
And often, ii^the mindful hour of eve, * 

With tameless eye and spirit ma»terfu4, 

In a feigned anger checking at his hand. 

The good grey falcon made his master clieer. 


One day it chanced Saladin rode afield 
With shawled and turbancd Amirs, lyicl his hawks— 
Lebanon-bred, and mewed as princes Modge— • 

Flew foul, forgot their feather, hung ,^t wrist, 

And sliglited call. The Soldan, c|uick ii^ wrath, 
Bade slay the cravens, scourge the falconer, 

And seek £|pme wight who knew the heart gf hawk^* 
To keep it hot jyid true.. Then spake a'Sheikh— 

“ There is a Frank in prison by the sea,. 

Far seen herein.” “ Give word thaA he be brougfi^,” 
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Quoth Saladin, “and bid him set^a cast: 

'If he hath skill, it shall go well for him,” 

Thus, by the winding path of circumstance, 

One palape held, as prisoner and prince,' 

Torello an^ liis guest: unwitting each, 

Nay and unwitting, though they met and spake 

Of that goshawk and this—signors in serge, 

And chapmen crowned, who knows?—till on a ijme 

Some frick of face, the manner of some<'*smile, 

, ' 

Some gleam (K sunset from the glad days gone, 
Caught the king s eye, and held it. “ Nazarene! 

4 

What native art thou ? ” asked he. “ Lombard I, 

A man of Pavia.” “ And thy name ? ” “ Torel, 
Messer Ibrello called in happier times, 

Now best,uncalled.” “ Come hither, Christian! ” 

The Soldan said, and led the way, by court 

And hall and fountain, to an inner room 

Rich with king s robes: therefrom he reached a gown, 

And “ Know^t thou this ? ” he asked. “ High lord! 

' I might r 

Elsewhere,”^quothTorel, “here 'twe^e mad to say 
Yon gown my wife unto a,tfader gave 
AVho shared our bo^rd.” “ Nay, but that gown is this, 
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And she the giver*and the trader I,” 

'^uotl# Paladin ; “ I! twice a king to-day, 

Owing a royal debt and paying it.” 

Then Torel, sore amazed, “ Great lord, I blush, 
Rememheriiig how the Master of the East ^ 
Lodged sorrily.” “ It’s Master’s Master tjion ! ” 
Gave an^wej’ Paladin, “ come in and see 
What wares the Cyprqp traders kgep at home; 

• • 9 

Cc^e forth and take thy place, Saladin’s fyend ! ” 
Therewith into the circle of his lords, * 

With gracious mien the Soldan led hit?slave; 

And while the dark eyes glittered, seated him 
First of the full divan. “ Orient lords,” 

So spake he,—“ let the one who loves his king 
Honour this Frank, whose house sheltered y#ur kin 
lie is my brother: ” then the night-bjack beards 
Swept the stone floor in ready revereilce, 

Agas and Amirs welcoming I’oi’el: * ^ 

And a great feast was set, the Soldan’s friend 
Royally garbed, upon the* Soldan’s hanrf, 

9 

Shining, th$ bright star of the banqueters. 
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All which, and the abounding grate and love 

Shown him bv Saladin, a little held 

« / 

The heart of Torel from its Lombard home 

With Dame Adalieta: but it chanced 

He sat beside the king in audience, 

And therefCame one who said, “ Oh, Lord of lords, 

Tlmt galley of the Genovese which sailed ^ 

With Frankish prisoners is gone down at sea.” 

\ 

“ Gone d(j.wn! ” cried Torel. “ Ay! what recks,jit, 
friend, 

To fall thy visage f©r ? ” quoth Saladin; 

“ One galley less to ship-stuffed Genoa! ” 

“ Good ray liege! ” Torel said, “ it bore a scroll 
Inscribed to Pavia, saying that I lived; 

For in a year, a month, and day, not come, 

I bade them hqld me dead; and dead I am. 

Albeit living, if my lady wed, 

Perchance con3trained.” “Certes,” spake Saladin, 

“ A noble dame—the like not won, once lost— 

How many days remain ? ’* “ Ten days, my prince. 

And twftlvescore leagues between my heart and me: 
Alas! how to be passed ? ” r Then S^^ladin— 

“ Lo! I am Joath to lose thterr-wilt thou swear 

I 

r 

To come again if all go well with thee. 
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Or come ill speeding ? ” “ Yea, I swear, ray king, 

Out of true love,” quoth Torel, “ heartfully.” 

Then Sala’din, “ Take here my signet-seal; 

My admiral will loose his swiftest sail 
Upon its sight; and cleave the seas, and go 
And clip thy dame, and say the Trader,sends 
A gift, remindful of her courtesies.” * 

• 1 

Passed were the year, and month, and day; and 

\ V 

passed 

Out of all hearts but one Sir Torel’s name,^ , 

Long giv'en for dead by ransomed Pay^ans : 

For Pavia, thoughtless of her T^astern graves, 

A lovely widow, much too ga}» for grief, 

Made peals from half a hundred campaniles 

To ring a wedding in. The seven bells 

Of Santo Pietro, from the nones to noon. 

Boomed with bronze throats the hapipy tidings out; 

Till the great tenor, overswelled with sound, 

•> 

Cracked itself dumb. Thei-eat the sacristah 

i* 

Leading his swinked rirgers down the stairs, > 

Came blinking into sunlight—all his ksys 
Jingling their little peal about his belt^— 

Whom, as he tarried, lacking up the porch, 

A foreign signor, browned with southern suns, , 
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I 

I 

' Turbaned and slippered, as the Muslims use, 
plucked by the cope. “ Friend,” spake he—’twas d 
- tongue 

Italian true, but in an Arab mouth— 

, Why are your belfries busy—is it peace 

I 

Or victory, that so ye din the ears 
Of^avian lieges ? ” “ Truly, no liege* thou ! ” 
Grunted the sacristan, “who knowest not 

¥ r 

That Dame Adalieta wed's to-night 

\ 

Her fore-betrothed,—Sir Torel's widow she. 

That died i’ th? chain ? ’’ “ To-night! ” the stranger 

, said: 

“ Ay, sir, to-night!—\Vhy not to-night ?—to-night! 
And you shall see a goodly Christian feast 
If so yon ^ass their gates at even-song. 

For fill are asked.” 


No more the questioner, 

But folded o’er his face the Eastern hood, 

Lest idle ey^s should mark how idle words 
Had struck hiqi home. “ So quite forgot!—so soon! 
And this the' square wherein I gave the joust. 


And that the,loggi%, where I fed the jDoor; 

And yon my palace, where—ph, fair! oh, false!— 
They robe her for a bridal. Can it be ? 
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Clean out of heari, with twice six flying moons, 
^rhe tsart that beat on mine as it would break, 
That faltered forty oaths. Forced! forced!- 
false— 


■not 


Well! I will sit, wife, at thy wedding-feast. 

And let mine eyes give my fond faith the lie.” 

So, in the ^t.ream of gallant guests that flowed# 

Feastward at eve, went Torel; p«'yssed with them 

• ' *. 

TJje outer gates, crossed the great courts witF them, 
A st/anger in the walls that called him lord.* 
Cressets and coloured lamps made th.? way bright, 
And rose-leaves stre\ved to where within the doors 
The master of the feast, the bridegroom, stood, 

A-glitter from his forehead to his foot, , 

Speaking fair welcomes. He, a courtly sij, 

Atarking the Eastern guest, bespok(^ liim^sweet, 
Prayed place for him, and bade them*set his seat* 
Upon the dais. Then the feast begap, 

And wine went free as wit, and music died— 
Outdone by merrier laugnter :—only one * 

Nor ate m^r drank, nor spoke nor smiled ; j^ut gaz^fl 
On the pale bride, pale.as htjr ci'own ofipearls. 

Who sate so cold and,still, and sad of (jheer, 

* • . . 

At the bride-feast. 


4 
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But of a Torel 

Itead the thoughts right that held her eyelid? ,down, 
And knew her loyal to her memories. 

« 

Then to a little page who bore the wine, 

He spake, “ Go! tell thy lady thus from me: 

I 

In mine own* land, if any stranger sit 



In token that she knows her quest’s good-will, 

In token she repays it, brims a cup, 

"Whereft’orn he drinking she in turn dotji drink: 

, ( 

So is our use.’v Thp little page made speed 

. And told the message. Then that lady pale— 

liver a gentle and a courteous heart— 

Lifted her troubled eyes and smiled consent 

On the sw;art stranger. By her side, untouched, 

Stood the brimmed gold; “ Bear this,” she said, 

♦ • 

. “ and pray 

He hold a Christian lady apt to learn 

I 

A kindly lerson.” But Sir Torel loosed 
From o'd' his huger—never loosed before— 

The ring she'gave him on the parting dajr; 

And ere he drank, behind his veil of beard 

t 

Dropped in the cup the ruby/-Quaffed, and sent.— 

I 

SoT3he,‘'with sad .smile, set her lips to drink; 
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And—something jn the Cyprus touching them— ' 

*Glanff;d—gazed—the ring !—her ring !—Jove ! hov 
she eyes 

The wistful eyes of Torel!—how, heartsure, 

Under all guise knowing her lord returned, 

She springs to meet him coming!—telMng all 

t 

In one ^reat 4ry of joy. 

Good Lord ! the rout, 

» » ’ 

storm of questions ! stilled, when Torel spake 
Ilis liame, ,and, known of all, claimed the llride 
Wife 


Maugre the wasted feast, and woful groom. 

All hearts save his were ligh^ to see Torel; 

But Adalieta’s lightest, as she plucked 
The bridal-veil away. Something thereir^— 

A lady’s dagger—small, and bright, and fine— 

^ » 

Clashed out upon the marble. “ WJjerefore thatt? ” 

Asked Torel; answered she, “ I knew you true; 

* • 

And I could live, so long as I might wait; 

But they—they pressed*me hard! my, days df grace 
Ended to-pight—and I had ended too,* ^ • 

Faithful to de^th, if so.thou^hadet not come.’ 



t 


THE STRATFORD PILGRIMS. 


246 

' “ God quit all gentle lovers,” sighed she, 

. “ And give them grace for their constancy, , 
For, dost thou not, from Boccace, show 

I 

That true-love ever makes true-love so ? 

, Peace have they now in that changeles^rest 
Where he is gone, whom thou lovest best, 

I 

T^he Master of poets, whose own words prove 

, 

It ‘ never ran smooth,’ the ‘ course of love! ’ 

« I 

Since this is Stratford, hnd yonder wave 
Is lilied Avon’s, which girdles his grave ! ” 

< 

4 

So came we, two of one heart and age 
Making our pious pilgrimage! 

f 

1S56. 


I 



“ StuDente’ 2)a\? ” in tbc IRational 6aller^. * 


■M- 


Out of all the hundred fair Madonnas 
S^n in many a ricli and distant city— 

Sweetf Madonnas, with the mother's bosoms ; 

Sad Madonnas, with the eyes of p,n<ju’<!h; 

Hapt Madonnas, caught in clouds to heaven 
(Clouds of golden, glad, adoriifg Angels)— 

She of Florence, in the chair,—so perfect! ^ 

She that was the “ Grand Duke’s ” wealth ^nd glory. 

She that makes the picture “of the Goldfinch,” 

• « 

Ghirlandajo’s, with the cloak and jewj'ls; 

Guido’s Queen, whom men and angels worship 

Della Robbia’s best; and that sweet “ Pgrla”— 

• ^ 

Seville’s bright boast—.^fary of Murillp • 

(Painted—so they vow—“ with milk an*d roses ”); • 
Guido Reni’s (^uadro at^ Bologna,, t 
Munich’s masterpiece,,grim V)urer’s Goddess; 

Yes ! and thy brave work—Beltra^o mio !—• • 
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"STUDENTS' DAY.” 


Many as the lessons are I owe thepi, 

Thanks and wonder; worship ; gratefal meinpyies, 
Oftenest I shall think of Perngino’s. 


Do you know it ? Either side a tripty/;h 
Stands an arfiied Archangel—as to guard her— 

f 

Gl(jrious—with great wings, and shinilig armour: 

I • ' 

In the middle panel, pure and tender, 

Clasping close her hands, with adoration 
(All the' Mother’s love—the Mortal’s worship— 

^ I 

In their yearning, ip their reverence, painted), 
Gazes Mary on the Child. A seraph 
Holds Him, smiling, at her knees; and, smiling, 
Looks she down, with spirit humbly-happy, 

Pull—to l^eart’s brim—of the Peace of Heaven. 
Reverence mingles with the Mother’s passion, 

But no touch of sadness, or of doubting. 


Far away a river runneth seaward 
(Little now-^—like Truth—like Truth, to widen), 
Leads the light across a bluh dim country, 
Under peaks—by forests—to the ocean: ^ 


Soft and warm, a pearly sky broods over 

Where three Winged-Ones, a^-.the Father’s footstool, 

Sing the “ peace ^nd good-will ” song to mortals. 
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If you ask me wty that Perugino 
Of th» »est can never be forgotten, 

Let this serve : I learned a lesson by it, 
Watching one whoso light and faithful fingers— 


Following touch by touch her lovely labour— 
Caught the Master’s trick, and made^hiifi modern. 
While sjie bedt above her new Madonna, • 

Laid the splendid smajts, and touphed the crimsons, 
§»ppt the shadows under t^ie gilt tresses. 

Smoothed the sinless brows, and drooped the eye¬ 
lids,— 

What the Master did, so also doing,— 

I bethought me, “ True and good the toil is! 

Noble thus to double gifts of beauty! , 

Yet, alas! this ‘ peace and good-will ’ antljpm,— 

If the dear Madonna knew what agejs— 


Slowly following ages—would creep o’er us, • 
And those words be still as wind that passes, 

Breathipg fragrance from a land we knoiv not, 

• * 

Sighing music to a tune we catch not, * 

Stirling hearts, as leaves, i’ the night, a litjle 
Shake, and sle^p again, and,wails for sunlight 
(Sweet, glad sunlight«!*oh, so long a-cqming!), 
Would she smile so? I had painted rather* 
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(While she listened to those singing Angels)— 
JMary, with a sword-blade in her bosom 
(Sword that was to pierce her heart, of all hearts !) 
I had shown her with deep eyes of trouble, 

Half afraid to credit that Evangel; *• 

I had limned her ‘ pondering all those sayings,’ 

Alt our later agonies foreseeing, 

r 

After all our years,have heard ‘ the tidings.’ ” 

A 4 

4 

But the Artist, painting bold and largely^ 

Washing soft Wd clear the broadening colours ; 

‘ With a liberal brush, at skilful working. 

Linking lights and shadows on the visage, 

Di'O'py^d hy hazard there, one, drop of water ! 

“ Lo, a terr! ” I thought; “ that teaches Pietro I 

That is wiser tl\an the Master’s wisdom ! 

Now the picture’s meaning will be perfect! 

For she could ijot be so calm—Christ’s Mother— 

( 

Could she ?feven though Archangels kept h^r ! 
Could s‘he ? even though those sang in Heaven ! 
ISk'nowing,how her world would roll beyoiVl them, 
Twenty centfiries past this sacred mopient, 

Out of sound pf this angelic Ringing; 

Loaded with the wrongs Christ’s justice rights not, 
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Reddened with thg blood Christ’s teachinsrs stanch 

.BOt, 

Reeking with the tears Christ’s pity stays not: 

Let the tear shine there! it suits the story ! 

Tear and smile go wondrous well together ! 

Seeing that this song was sung by Angeis ;* 

Seeing that tha foolish world gainsays it, 

® ® 

That one lustrous drop completes the picture 1 

You forgot it! Peter of Perflgia! ” 

Ah ! I did not know an Artist’s wisdfcm ! 

I had still to learn my deepest lesson: 

She 1 watched, with better thoTight inspired, 

Took some tender colour in her pencil ^ 

(Faint dawn-colour,—blush of rose,—1 marked not!), 
Touched the tear, and melted it to brightness. 
Spread it in a heavenly smile all ovoi 
Magically made it turn to service; 

Till that tear, charged with its rosy tintii^s, 

• f 

Deepened the first sweet Ibile, and left it lovdier,— 
Like the Master’s work, complete, sufficie*nt 

Then T thought: “Pjitro's wise ^Madonna 
Was too wise to weep at little sorroys! 


1 
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Christ, and She, and Heaven, ^nd all the angels 
Last;—’tis sin, and grief, alone which passers! * 

Roses grow of dew, and smiles from weeping! 
Sweetest smile is made of saddest tear-drop ! 

She hath not forgotten we shall sufferj 
In her hewrt that sword—to the heft—is planted, 
^But bevond the years, she sees I'ime over; 

Past the Calvaiy she counts ‘the mansions.’ 

Dear Madonna ! —wisd to be so happy ! 

Should 'you weep, because we have n^t listened ? 

4 

We shall H^ten ! and His Mother knows it! ” 

•I 


This is why—of Inany rare Madonnas-^— 
Most of all I think on Perugino’s ; 

I who know so many more and love them! 


This IS why I thank my gentle artist, 

. " »■ 

„She who taught me that, a student’s wisdom I 


iS6&. . 



Ube IknfQbt’s Uomb at Swatwcoinbc 

• Cburcb» 




Where^ through western windows, dftth- 
^old and rose—the sfinset’s ligi^?), 
With his dame, in marble, lieth 
Andrew Weldon, arm^i? Knight: 

Side by side, the legend sayeth, 

These two lived and died : 

Seemeth it most fair and fit 

I 

To rest so, side by side. 


Nothing here, above or under, 

Of fanatic gloom !• 

No fool’s fear of death’s deep wondifr 

Spoils their simple tomb; 

• * * . 

Seemeth the sculjjjjor carved it 

Only for to ^ow * 


I 
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THE KNIGHT’S TOMB. 


What the Lady and the Knight were 
Now they are not so. 


Silvery twitters of swift swallows 
fileach them, flashing by ; 
Shr.dowS of the spear-leaved sallows 
, On their foreheads lie, 

S^hadows of the, flickering sallows, 
pf the fragrant limes. 

Waving to-day ^s green and gajr 
As in the'ir vanished times. 


Fair, be sure, was this great lady, 

1 

Eyes, I guess, whose blue, 

r 

Cold and calm, but beaming steady, 
Tender shone and true. 

r 

Certes ! of a noble presence, 

' Dutiful and staid, 

9 

Worthinesse was gW before her, 
Worthlessuesse dismayed. 

* 

\ 

Read beneath, in golden letters 
Proudlv written down, 

I 


I 


S 


i 
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jL.\ames of all Ijer “ sonnes and daughteres! 
^ Each a matron-crown : 

Deftly carved in ruff and wimple, 

Kneeling figures show 
Small ^eads over smaller, rising 
In a solemn row. 


7 

f 


These her triumphs : sterner |.oken 
Chronicles her Lord T 
Hangs above him, grim and broken, * 
cfilded helm,—and sword 
Sometimes, when with choir and organ 
All the still air swings,* 

Red with the rust, and grev with the dust. 
Low rattles the blade, and rings. 


Time was, Knight, that tiny treble 
Should have stirred thy soul 
More than drums and trumpets rebel, 
Bravinsr after Noll% 

No more fight, now !—nay, nor lligfit, now 

The rest which thou hast given 

^ * •' 

In chancel-shade to,yon good bladi 
God gives th/soul in Heaven. 



2S6 , THE KNIGHT’S TOMB. 

« 

» 

Somewhere on this summOT morning 
In this English isle, 

m 

Gleams a cheek whose soft adorning, 

Lady ! wears thy smile! 

Some one in the Eealm, whose fathers 

Suffered much and long, 

1 

Owes that sword and its good Lord 

< ’ 

Thanks for a righted wrong. 


Tlierefore for that maiden pray I 
Da’me ! God 'thee assoil! 
Therefore for that freeman say I 
Knight! God quit thy toi 1 ! 


An d for all Christian men—and me— 
Grace from the gracious Lord 
To write our name with no more shame, 
And sheathe as clean a sword. 


JunffiSsj. 



HUa /iDano Della /HMa Danita* 




Listen! po^s, parted, 

Here abiding—hence departed 
* Ye who ranged th® realms aj^ve 
Seeking symbols of your love ; 
Provence bards and^ersiaii Saadis 
Eloquently lauding ladies; 

Frauen lob—the Minnesinger * 

Mourned of maidens—and that Bringei 
Of delight to camp and grftve, • 
Camoens, the Lord of love ;* 

Praise as proudly as ye lisf, 

’ All the honeyed lips ye kissed ; 

Vaunt your true loves’ violet^eyes 
Vow them bluer than tlie skies; * 
Swd&r no south-w<ind ever came 
Sweet and sofbias she vou name; 
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1 

Nor no lily ever grew , 

White as that which bloomed for ypu 

f * 

Look I fling you down a glove 

t 

In one dear name that I love— 
Never hand so fair and fine 
As'my lady’s—Katharine. 


Yes ! I know it—Father Homer ! 

^'oo long in thy rolls a roamer, 

NoKo know how radiant-mighty 

Rose the sea-born Aphrodite ; 

Yes ! I know the pearly splendour 

Of that hand, whose carvings tender, 

Silver glinting under gold, 

Combed away the sea-foam bold. 

And I worship, bending low. 

Here’s awful arm of snow ; 

lA^id of mortal boldness shorn 

Hail the Rosy-fingered Mom; 

But those Gods above the thunder 

Ai'p for fear and reverent wonder; 

\ 

She whose gentle hand I praise 
Woman is, with woman’s ways, 
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And I hold this gage of mine 
None a hand—like Katharine. 


All the bards that lips have kissed 
Enter angry on the list, 

And the legions that appear, 

Might move any heart fear. 

Lo! Athenian Sophocles— 

Viiigil, too, my fancy sees— 

And I sink my spear-hoad bright 
As beseemeth younger knight; 

And I kneel, but noi? to yield, 

For T keep the tented field— 
Vowing no such hand was seen , 
Were Electra twice a Queen, 

And Lavinia’s hue as fair ^ 

As ’twas bragged in Latin am: 

Nay, nor falter for Sibylla, 

Or the careless-lyed Camilla, 
T]iougli her wounded wrist dicf shipe 
Likest “ ivory„ stained with wine • ” 

Let them go,,iny noble Masters, 

. • • 

With a sigh for Love’s di^sters. 
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And the challenge—nonr so fine! 
None a hand—like Katharine. 

Dante! spirit sad and lone ! 

Laughing love thou hast not known 

% 

Weeping love attends on thee, 

I 

With its mortal mystery ; 

And thine Angel, Bcatrico, 

Aweth with her hand of ice. 

Ihou, Petrarca ! dost thou frown ? 
La^hy latest sonnet down! 

Set thy shining lance in rest! 

For I tilt upon thy breast: 

Sav’st thou, “ like a curving shell, 

V / 0 7 

Where the tender pink does dwell," 
Gleamed thy liaura’s milky hand ? 
Lo ! I read it! and 1 stand 
Firm of foot to make it seem, 

Euen so my Love’s doth gleam ; 
And this gentle lltod of mine 
Gave a heart—thus did not thine. 

t 

\ 

Ah! Dan Chaucer Ijr-art thou he. 
Morning star of minstrelsy ? 
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Eldest of the English choir, 

Highest hill—touched first with fire. 
i*ass! no bow of mine is bent 
At the heart where I have leant, 
And thy dream of Marguerite 
Was but vision of ray Sweipt. 


Next to thee what cliampions conie ? 
T^ere be valorous poets some —* 
Other some whose'steel I scoifn 


In unknightly hands yborne; 

At the last a Minstfbl proud 
Rideth high amid the crowd, 
Knight of Lady Una he, 

And I do him courtesy; 

• • 

Yet though “ whiter than the snow 

Gleamed that noble Dame, I trow, 

• ^ 

White as snow and therewith jyarra 
Is my Toady’s ISving arm ; 

And not golden Oriana, 

Nor maid Anioret’s high manner, 

_ ^ • 

Waved a hajgl as white and fine 

As the hand o^Katharine. 
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Com’st tbou, Tasso, with thj crew, 
Eastem-aii’ed Armida too ? , 

Oh ! a lustrous lady she, 

“Beautiful, exceedingly;” 

But her Asian soul I doubt, 

Looking from those large eyes out; 

And her white wrist plays a part, 

« *.• 

Beating not as boats her heart. 

Hence, Enchantt-ess! hence, too, thou 

Mistress of the southern brow;. 

\ ^ ' 

Though thou be’st Boccaccio’s best, 

O ( 7 

“ Bocca bacciata ” hath no Kept! 

After thee there floats anotlier 
Like as sister of one mother, 

Ariosto’s Angelique,— 

Hide her hand, and liide her clieek! 
Let a nobler Dame have life 
Led by nobler knight to strife— 

High born, great, and graceful too. 
All thy loving songs were true; 
Swear, Lord Surrey, stoutly swear. 

Was never woman half so fair! 

1 

And I will swear th,at Geraldine 
Had no such hand as Katharine. 
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I 

Nay! hi^h poets, let it be 
Thine to thee, and mine to me; 
"For I see th’ accepted King 
Of all earthly minstrelling 
(frowned with homely Avon lilies, 
As his regal way and wilHs. • 

Mighty Master! hear me speak: 

• ^ 

Though Queen Cleopatra’s cheek 

* • 

Shamed the rosy*lotus-dyes, 

A^d her hand in Antony’s / 
Whiter than dove’s raUky wmg 
Lay, a plaything for a King; 

Yet an thou shalt pardon yield, 
Thus I leave the foughten field; 
All as fair and yet more true 
Than was known to one but you. 

Is that fair frank hand of mine 

\ 

That gave to me Katharine. 


Jcmuary 1^56. 



Ube 1b)?mn of tbe ipriestess of 2>iana* 


( 




Oh, of all maidens Mistress! Help at need 

•* 

Of souls unstained and bosoms virginal! 

With vervaV;;|^ and with fragrant gums wc feed 
The flame that burned, and bums, and ever shall; 
Feed thou the fire that flames with holy thought, 
And let the world to thy white shrine be brought. 

The altar-light, mounting to find thy face, 

1 

Gleams back upon us from the brow divine, 

Filling with placid splendour all the place: 

Fill so the earth, supremest Goddess mine I 
That {n§n, awaking out of fancied light, 

May know it, matched with Plan’s noon-time— 
nigh'i. 

0 brow, where shame can never come to sit! 

0 cheek of snow, which blush can never melt! 
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0 ear, that hears jio word or wish unfit! 

0 Jbjeast, which thought unsainted never felt! 
Show thyself, Dian! unto other eyes 
As unto ours, thy deep-sworn votaries. 


For we, who round about thine altar gcf. 

Thou Dauf^ter of the Father of the world 1 

Know thee divinest;—if men kngw thee so, 

* • * * 

Q Then were the false gods from their temples hurled; 
•And njprtals, leaving blind and si^^l yearning, 
Should scorn false beaut;^, beauty true dis¬ 
cerning. 


Queen of the quiet sky!—the night’s full Moon I 
Be moon ! and pierce the darkness of this cloud, 

Whereunder wander, in a dreamful swoon, 

• • 

The fellows of our blood, a witless crowd; • 

Send thou the silver ray that lightens this; 

• ^ 

Show them the path which goes by good to bliss. 

Huntress jf noble harts,—high-purposed llli^aid I 

Whose sandal tied fq;p free and fearlegs chase 

• • 

Is fairer than the cestws proud, displayjid 

Bv her of Cyprus,—stand in pricje of placft 4. 
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< 

I 

Before the eyes of men, and l^ad them on 
To hunt beside thee, turning off for none., 


Ah, bliss! beside thee—by thee—in thy spirit— 

The chase of life along the years to lead, . 

I 

Conquering desire by high desire to merit 

f 

"^' The joy of joys, the love of loves, the meed 

r ^ r, 

Of untold gra(je, waiting th’ unshaken faith 
* ( 

Firm held through life, in full repose on death, 

< ■ < 

For Thou, of all thq. gods, hast these to give,— 

The kingdom of a calm and equal mind, 

The kiss—cold, true—^^oidding the soul’s life live 
To meet caresses, tarrying yet behind, 

But past hope tender, like the dreams the moon 
Left on the forehead of Endymion. 


Jiheu ! we speak of things we cannot know, 

And knowing, in this presence we were dumb; 

J 

But orr the winds which rofc’nd thy portal go 
' Echoes from Aphrodite’s revels come. 

Marring our hymns. High Goddess! make men 
see 

I 

The “ Foam-Bom’s ” beauty' but a blot to thee. 

• , 



Zo a Sleeping Xab^.. 


Darling! as you lie there aieeping-, with-the holy 

CJ ‘ _ 

• angels keeping 

Waflfch and ward ai’ound* your pillo^ shading it 
with wings of gold; 

Sentinels whose happy duty is to guard your grace 
and beauty; 

While you lie there dreaming, seeming all your 
sweet seif, chaste and cold ; * 

Who would think that the true lireastire of that 
casket—beyond measure t, 

Rich, and fair, and finished—is* not *rhere the 
lovely casket lies^ 

That they see the palace-portal set ^jar, and the 
Immortal 

Gone forth* from its rosy gateway, locking satin 

«• , 

lids on eyes? 
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TO A SLEEPING LADY. 


Yet so is it! Fairest woman! and what’s there is 
but the human , 

I 

Eobe and raiment which your spirit wears, to 
walk with all the rest, 

Regal raiment! ah, the silky wavelets of that hair 1 
the m'ilky 

i 

Whiteness of the brow! the neck! the soft hands 
folded o’er the breast! 

t , 

As a Queen’s grace seeins to linger in the pearl- 
strili^s which her finger 

Loosens—so thy soul leaves glory on that sleeping 
form of thine; 

But the beautiful still'body is not that which most 
I worship, 

And your soul, my Pride! my Bride!—is here, 

an(1 Inw with mine. 


All because at such an hour, Love hath so much 
charm and power, 

Life hath Sb much deeper knowledge of its march 
and mystery. 

That—so soon as I invite it—coy no longer, but 
delighted 
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Forth thy sweet and stately spirit comes for fellow- • 
• ,ship with me ! , 

And, beside my spirit sitting, thoughts with deep 
thoughts interknitting, 

Speaking plainly in a silence, clearer, dearer far , 
than speech. 

Mine grows ail thine inmost being; and 1 see thee 
more than seeing— ^ 

. I and thou as one togeffher; blended, ended, each 
in ej|,ch. 



Uo Stella. 


Sweet Soul! suddenly me?!:, utterly loved, 

f 

At the fir^it glance of our unlooked-for meeting! 

I gaze back on the ways Whereby I moved 
To this fair fate, iny lonely life completing: 

I did not seek you, Dea?! no vision tender 
Bade me expect you on my rayless road! 

There was no dreamy dawning of the splendour 
Your white light sheds! no morning grey that 
showed 

( 

Where my Stai' waited under life’s horizon !— 

Ah, fair' pure, silvery Star! set not again ! 

t 

Better no lamp to fix the sai'lors’ eyes on 
,Than one bi>ief beam cast on the cold dark main ! 


1866 



5nscrtUc& upon a SftuU p^c^5c^ uP on 
tbe HctopoHs at Htbens# 

m 


I AM the skull of Nedjn), a Turk, 

• Who*fought at Athens with the </iaour ; 
When cannon-balls were ha^jd at work 
Shattering the Parthenon—that hour 
A classic fragment took me fair 
Under the waist-cloth, and so made 
Ruins ” of me. For long years ther^ 

My remnants with the rest have laid. 
Scant burial got we from the Greek— 

The green fly and the hooded c*’ow 
Helped the hot sun to leave me sleejc. 

Till, as thou sees^ my pate did grow ’ 
Whit(j as new Parian. At the lasf 

A Briton spied ipe, as he passed,, 

* 

Roaming the strewed Acropolis, , 

And lightly*fashioned mg to this. 



ON A SKULL. 


Drink! if thou wilt; and, drinking, say 
Never did ancient craftsman make 
CyathuB, Krater, Patera 

Fitter a mighty thirst to slake. 

But, call me not a thing of the clod ! 

I 

The Parthenon owned no such plan 1 
Man made that temple for a God, 

r 

God made these temples for a man! 


1S75. » 



Uhc IRcw Xucfaitj 

[To H^D. Trail], Esq., on the Dedication of his book, “ The 

New Liiciau.’n , 

• • 


“ At that eternal parting of the ways,” 

Thou say’st, good Friend! looking to see it come 

9 

When hands which cling unclasp, arms disembrace, 
And lips, that murmured love to lips, are dumb. 
Ay! it will come,—the bitter hour !—but bringing 
A better life beyond, more subtle-sweet; 

A higher road to tread, with happier singing. 


And no cross-ways to part familiar ffeet! 

Smil’st thou, ray later Lucian! knowing too*well 

T-r * ...*•* 

Hope’s under-ache, Faith’s fallacies all sped ? 

Yet that which gave thee thy fair gift, to tell 

How in Elysium chat th’ unsilenced Dead, 

« * • • 

Shall some day whisper^ “ L*o! the Life Immortal! 

Enter 1 for thee widb stgdfds the golden portal I ” 



©^for^ 


c 

Mother ! mild Mother! after many years— 

So many that the head I bow turns grey— 

Come I Knee more to thee, thinking to say ' 

I * 

In what far lands, through what hard hopes and fears, 
’!Mid how much toil and triumph, joys and tears, 

I taught thy teaching; and, withal, to lay 
At thy kind feet such of my wreaths as may 
Seem lea?t unworthy. But what grown child dares 
Offer thee honours. Fair and Queenly One! 

Tower-crowned, and girdled with thy silver 
streams. 

Mother of i.h ! so many a better son ? 

Let me but list thy solemn voice, which seems 
Like Christ’s, raising my dead: and let me be 
Back for one hour—a Boy—beside thy knee. 



Miiy 1883 . 



H 2)uet 


M 

He* 

“ Ah 4—if ^ou knew ! if I 4ared to discover 
, Half that my heart feels to-dfiy: 

If there were words for so faithful a lover, 

Soft enough, fond enough,—say! 

Would you be vexed at my passionate pleading! 

Would you believe it was true ? • 

How would the beautiful eyes look,*—conceding ? 
Eebuking ? Oh, Sweet! if you ki»ew ! ” 

SiiE. 

“ How cap I know, when a glance of ftleuj)ing 
Stays the rash whisper, half-said ? ^ , 

How can I know whe#,—while I am (jonsenting— 
‘ No ’ is the senfeno^ou dr^d ? 
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f 


A DUET. 


Sometimes—I think I should ijever believe you, 
Sometimes—my thought—is not so; , • 

If you say nothing, no answer can grieve you, 
Only then—what can I know ? ” 


r 



XTbe altar of 

fFrom the ‘‘Thebais” of Statiiis.] 




, In th(f mid-city—to no mighty God 
Dedicate—roste an altar. Pity built 
Her gentle seat there, and*the miserable 
M ade all its consecration : never lacked 
That Altar suppliants ! nonft are turned away ! 
Whoso doth ask is heard; for day and night 
The shrine stands open, and the offering 
Of woful wail is free. A frugal faith! 

No spice-fed flames burn there ! no costl}' blood • 
Is shed: with tears—salt tears—the^marble reeks. 

No imag-e soars above, no bronze hath ta’(?li 

• . • • 

Stamp of the Deity ! She loves to dwell • 

Deep in the thoughts,—hid in the aching heart; « 
And ever hath she trembling worshippei 
And ever is The spot ^hicl^ with a thronj. 

Sad-faced; the hjlpp^nly know it not! 



• Ubc Cbolera fn Jtal)?. 

I 

I 

% 

[Suggested by a sketch of Sir John Millais, R.A., representing a 
skeleton shooting pi arrow by night into the habitations of a 
fortified town.] * r 


How did it come*to his mind? the fleshless and 
horrible dream—j 

Grewsome, cruel, and weird—making the murk more 
grim; 

Standing stark-naked in bone, which the starlight 
sets all a-gleam— 

< 

Shooting his phot at the town, the little town silent 
and dim? 


Said we not, each to the other, “ Death is an Angel 

t 

of Light! ” 

While our tears as they rolled gave the lie to our 
lips? 
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Here^s one paints us the thing awful, authentic, 
fright— 

Tells the Truth straight out, from the skull to the 
spikefl toe-tips! 


So, if you opened this page an idle moment to 
soothe, 

* • * 

."PtadamJ or Sir!—as may be—best close the volume 
* fijr good; 

Here’s no matter to flatter ^esh and blood in their 
youth! 

Here’s an Artist in earnesff—Death’s picture on 
worm-eaten wood! 


But if you ask what he meant, yonder tiie Tuscian 
town lies 

Under the curtains of midnight, spangled with 

• • 

planet and star. 

All looking down so calm! so splendid! as if th« 
eyes 

Of numberless Angels were •watching our one little 
world from afat. 
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THE CHOLERA IN ITALY. 


And I hear on the ram part-stones the heel of the 

i 

sentinel ring; 

r 

And I see him halt and count the chiiiies of the 
midnight bell, 

And he listens towards us here;—“ But ’tis only 
the cicalas sing! ” 

Arid he stoulders his musket again, and passes the 
word, “ All’s well! ” 


And aw’ay, within those walls, I know tliere is 
pleasure and pain; 

(Ah me! the sorrows and joys wherewith one town 
may be fraught!) 

There’s scented smoke from the censers, where the 
peopte pray in vain. 

And a flare from the pharos-lantern to bring the 
feluccas to port. 


4nd I seemeto see in the gleam which hangs all 
over the town, 

Cresset lights of a banquet, and merry torch-bearers 
whp go— 
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Their jolly feet false with the wine—in laughter up» 
©and down, 

With rose-crowns awry on their heads—and cornets 
that'cheerily blow. 


Ah, and I know that, beneath the beautiful roof of 
the night, 

, Briddft*couches are spreatl, and lovers at last are 

f 

•one, - 

Who say, “If God would will^that it never more 
should be light, 

Then stay on the other sidt?, and wait till we wish 
for thee, Sun! ” 


Laughter, and music, and banquets, an3 roses, ^nd 
revelry, 

And prayers in the churches to please the Keeper 

■ 

of heaven and hell,* 

And the ships with spices and baiea ploughing 
bravely in from the sea, 

And still t^t sentii^el Iboks from the wall and 
cries, “ All’s Well^’'' 
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Doth he not mark, close by, this spectre we mark so 
plain, 

Who blisters the growing grass with the bones of 
his clattering feet ? 

Who makes the still air reek with the fester of live 

things slain, 

« 

And turns to corpse-light, on his skull; the starlight 
holy and sweet ? 


Cannot he hear the Voice—still—small—that comes 

* 

* 

with this Thing ? 

Drives it, striding albng; halts it, elbows and 
knees. 

Says to the skeleton bowman, “Now fit thy shaft 
to the string, 

Shcot me a shot at the town; for the hour is come 
to these! 


Cursed Bpwmijn ! who shoot’st with an arrow dipped 
in the pest! 

j I 

Maker of all | Whose will if good, though Thou 
wiliest we die! 
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It IS changed in that little town from joy at its* 
, gayest and best, , 

To cramps that curdle the blood, and tortures that 
glaze the eye. 


The sentinel, careless of all, stalks quiet upon the 
w*all; 

• • m 

But *titS pilot has yieldeJd the helm of liis vessel 
* «with a scream: 

At the banquet the gues*ts drop dead; the wor¬ 
shippers—priests, and all. 

Fly ! ere they chant “ Ambn ; ”—and that sweet 
bridal dream, 


• • 

Which the lovers dreamed together—but half asleep 
—while their lips 

Still kissed, for fear lest a minute fro^ fove’s brief 
rapture be took— • 

Is ended ^in this, that one from th» arips of the 
other slips. 

And that other—chillgd b/ the corpse—turns corpse 
. herself, at a l6ok^ ' 



2 S4 , THE CHOLERA IN ITALY. 

I 

' Ah, Thou Lord, Thou God ! Who sendest this pesti- , 
lent wraith! 

I 

Giver of life, Who hast given the instinct to love 

« 

to live, 

' Teach us another lesson—to render it back in faith, 

t 

When the messenger comes like this, with a ghastly 
message to give. 

I 

Ah, Thou Lord, Thou God ! our hearts are the homes' 
in the town: < , 

At the twanging of that black bow, ill fare they 
who there do dwell; 

But help our souls to hear, through the darkness 
that settles down, 

Thy sentinel on the wall, crying always to all, 

“ All’s well ’ ” 



Xlbe Mrecft of tbe “ IRortbern, ®eUe*" 


Fair sight! for a crew 
9f Ei^glishmen true, 

When homeward their course they hold, 
With sails bleaclied white 
By the tropic light, 

And sheathing a-glitter like gold ; 

Fair sight! from the rails, 

—Wlien the Topnian hails 
“ Laud ho ! on the larboard ! ’’—to see 

A 

The green waves leap 
, At the white cliff’s steep 
On the shore of the laud of the free 
Fair music they make together, . 

cliff and the climbing foa^jiu; , 

And it soundsain the bright blue vveather 

# 

Like the wanderer’s jrelcobie home. 
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But when the east wind howleth, 

And the great seas rise and rave, 
Another sight 
Is that belt of white, 

And another sound’s on the wave! 

I 

Small welcome for wildered vessel, 

f ' 

When the billows, giant and grey, 
Break—sv.orn on the sand 
Her keel to strand, 

And her ribs on the rocks to 1 ay! 

r 

Oh ! the silver gates of your island 
Were liker the gates of hell. 

In the mist of that winter morning 
To the crew of the “ Northern Belle.” 

We left New York for London, 

(And the wind left with us too !) 

We thrashed our way 
Through Atlantic spray. 

And ran the Channel through ; 

’Twas three on the morning of Monday 
When we let the anchors go , 

Ten cables, or more, * 

From Kjngrgate shole. 
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To ride put the storm and snow ; 

Ten cables from where green meadows, 

I ' 

And quiet homes could be seen, 

9 

No greater space 
, From peril to peace— 

But the savage sea between! 


Yet a greater space 
•To had been grace. 

For still as we neared the shore, 

The wild white roll of the waves on the shoal 
Eoared round us more and more ; 

Eoared out, in a ring around us, 

You might see them fore and aft, 


On ragged ledge, 

And splintered edge. 

All mad to dash our craft; 
While the weltering rocks. 
With their sea-weed locks 
Awash in the whirling froth, 
Stood up like slaves 
Of the winis and waves. 
Waiting to wreak theif wratl 
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Not yet, brave ship ! 

For the anchor’s grip 
Is fast in the ooze and shell; 

The gusts may shake, 

And the great surge break. 

But the ivon holds her well. 

I 

If a smith could tell, 

( 

As his sle/dge-hammey fell. 

That each little link should hold 
The craft and the crew. 

And theirrlives’ hope too, 

His strokes would be strong and bold! 
Ease, ease, mad strain! 

Hold, hold, good chain! 

freshened the hawse once more; 

’Twas ten of the day, 

And the vessel lay 

$ 

Stem Oil to the snow-dimmed shore. 

t 

O 

And now from the town 
They hurry down, ^ 

For the cry is “ A W];eck ! ” “A Wreck! ” 
(Ah,! under their trftad 
‘ Is ther firm^green m&ad, 
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’Neath cyirs but the slippery deck). 
Kind souls! they shout! 

Look I yonder comes out 
A lugger from off the land, 

, Brave crew and craft!— 

Readv fore and aft!— • 

Qhe»will lend us a helping hand: 
’Boutshij^! so, soj 
She stays,—yes! no! 

Part, pprt! ah Heaven ! that sea— 
(ione—vessel and men 
While the heart beats ten! 

Gone,—drowned, for their charity! 


Rose from each lip 
On shore, and ship, 

A cry, a groan, a prayer; 

While the nine hearts brave, 
Went under the wave, 

^nd their death-cry hung in Air ; 
No seaman Jbat felt 
His man’s heart melt;— 

But the masbs were down ere now 
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And the raffle and wreck, 
Scarce clear of the deck, 

Hung, fouling the larboard bow; 

r 

So we shouted at last, 

“ Clear away that mast 
Or else we are ill bested ! 

Cod take those home I 
When^our turn’s come 

A 

The dead can bury the dead.” 

Thus, ell that day, 

In snow and spray, 

For dear life still we toiled; 

And faint and few 
The bold words grew 
As nearer the breakers boiled ; 
And still, like a steed, 

Reined back at speed, 

The ship did plunge and rear; 
While the burly main 
Strove on in vain 
To crack our cable and gear: 

Till the twilight -gloom, 

Like the earth on-the tomb, 
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Came o^er, and hid the town ; 

And the last we conld see, 

I’hey were busy a-lee 
^Dragging the life-boats down. 


Ah me! no boat 

In that surf could float, 

* * * 

mdo oarsmen cleave a way ; 

,No ^e so bright 
As to pierce the night 
That on land and water lay : 

Oh ! leaden dark! 

Which left no spark 
Of star, in the wild wet sky, 

Xot one pale ray 
To glimmer and say 
That God and help were nijjii. 

The timbers racked, 

The cables cAcked, 

Wilder the waters dashed: 

O * 

Ease her! -^no need! 

The ship is^freed! 

She drove',—she rose,-—she crashed * 
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a 

Then settled and fell 
The “ Northern Belle,” 

As one who no more strives; 

But the foremast stood, 

Good Canada wood, 

/ 

With nine and twenty lives: 

f 

If dreadful the day 
As none could say, 

^ I t 

Oh ! the night was terribler farp*^ 
As each man clung 

f 

To thev shrouds, or hung 
Ice-cold, on the icy spar; 

And hearts beat slow. 

As the hours did go, 

, Like a lazily-ticking clock; 

Till we longed to drop 
From the dripping top 
Non wait for the last sure shock. 

< 

w 

Then, while she did grind, 

We called to mind 

Each one, his own. home-place, 

1 

rNew Jersey towyis, 

And Connecticut, downs, 
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And the pleasant meadows of maize; 
, We thought of brothers, 

And wives and mothers, 

With whom we should never be; 

Qf our babies playing, 

( 

Or perhaps a prayer saying 
Foii “ daddy,” far off at sea ; 

And ive said^prayers 
mingle with tfieirs, 
And»held,for the daylight still, 
Which came anon, • 

When hope was gone, 

As God’s best mercies will. 


For, soon as the clouds, 

Like great grey shrouds, 

Let out the Lazarus-light, 

We looked to land 
And saw on the sand, 

Goo^ God! a cheery sight;— 
Seven noble men 

f ^ 

, (Christ save them, then!) 
That would ^not* see us drpwn^* 
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With oars in hand, 

' I 

And the life-boat manned, 

(The life-boat dragged from the town;) 
And they gave us a cheer 
We could plainly hear, 

W'lucli answered with aching throat 


Ah then ! dear life! 

To v»-atchithe strife 

c • . 

Between the storm' and the boat 


More strong and steep 
The waves did leap 
For every stroke she made; 
As thev were bound 
To see us drowned. 

And would not be gainsayed 
“ Now, now! ah now! 

Pull bow! pull bow! 

, Oh! yonder swells a sea, 

She swamps!—no 'r no! 
Thank God, not so! 

, She rounds beneath onr lee,” 
—Thrice with a freight 
^ Of lives^ thqv fight ■ 
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Their way—stei'n down and stem— 
Then—safe and sound, 

On the English ground! 

Thanks to the Lord, and them. 


Look ye, mates mine! 

There be stories fine * 

» • ■ 

^ Of Greek and Roman deed; 

»But when all’s done 

* 

There was never one, 

Of better help at need. 

Which man of our crew, 

My messmates true. 

But holds his life a gift 
From those brave Seven,^ 
Henceforward, please Heaven, 

To be used with thoughtful thrift! 

To be’ held on earth 

I 

For service ot worth, 

^ve when Englishmen cry—ttnd then 
Come storm, come slaughter,^ 

To be spenl like water , 

For the sake#of the K^ngs^te mem 
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A 

There are those at home, 

When the news is come, 

Will crowd to hear of the ship, 

With great tears rounding, 

And glad hearts bounding, 

^ I • . * 

‘Arid blessings a-pant on the lip. 
There are girls there, plenty. 

Not cojne to twenty, 

f 

Too shy and demure to speak. 

Real ladies,—would kiss 

For love of this, 

•< 

Each man of that crew on his cheek : 
Ay! count it grand 
To touch but a hand 
Of the Seven, who staked their lives, 

t 

Lost seamen to save 

t 

From a cold sea-grave, 

And ^end them to sisters and wives. 

I 

I’ll say one thirig 
Before I bring 

This plain sea-song, to its end, 

^ I 

Snch hearts of gold, 

More than state-craft old. 
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Will help all quarrels to mend. 

America sent, 

* With warm intent, 

Your ship for a new-year’s token, 

You give her back 
Our lives from wrack, , 

Shall such friends ever be broken ? 

No! no ! thev shall stand 

. • ' t 

’ ^ Hand fast in hhnd, 
ijl sisterly—side by side— 

And none ever tell ^ 

Of the “ Northern Belle,” 

But with flushes and smiles of pride. 


Yet more’s to do,— 

That first boat’s crew 
In this verse shall be given, ’ 
That Yankee boys 
With a readji^ voice 
May say the list of the Seveij. 
The men I write 
fn the “ Maiy 'White,” 
George OAgTLE’s boat, did, go—- 
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I 

John, Castle’s brother, 

George Fox, another, 

Nep Emptage and Jem Rowe— 

Those gallant five 
Did save alive 

Our crew from the “ Northern Belle,” 
■^’’ith Robert Miller 
' And William Hiller 

I 

I 1. 


I have no more tp tell. 

I 


Hastings, Jan . 23, 1S57. 



a Ibomc Sona. 


The swallow is come from his African home 

To build on the English eaves ;• 

• ^ • 

The S7(5&more wears all his glistering spears, 

And the ^Imond rains roseate leaves ; 

» • 

And—dear Love! — with thee,„as with bird and 
with tree, 

'Tis the time of blossom and nest, 

Then, what good thing of the bountiful Spring 
Shall I liken to thee—the best ? 

• • 

Over the streamlet the rose-bushes bend 
Clouded with tender green, ^ 

And green the buds grow upon every bougli, 

Though as yet no rose^int is seen ; 

Like those^^ thou art coin^ to thy promise of.bldom, • 
Like theirs, thine shunneth the light; ^ 

Break^ rose-bud I—and,^let df longing hefirt know 
If the blossom be or white 1 
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Up the broad river with swelling sails, 

, A glorious vessel goes, 

And not more clear in the soft blue air 
Than in the still water she shows! 

Dost thou not go with as brave a show, 

§ 

And, sooth, with as swelling a state ? 

Oh, come into harbour with that thou bear’st. 

Dear ship!—for J eagerly wait. 

r » 

Fair ship!—ah, Kate ! none beareth a freight . 

0 

As precious and rich as thine, 

And where’s the rose-bush that will burgeon and 
blush 

With a blossom like thine and mine ? 

—Well! well!—we do, as the meadow birds too. 
Since meadows with gold were dyed, 

t * 

The hen sits at rest in the hidden nest, 

r 

And her matp sings glad at her side. 

$ 

SWANSCOMBK, April 1857. 



3fon6 jpancics* 


Fond fancies, .past the,telHng, 

ar ^ » 

Come o’er me—idly spelling 
The? mystic meanings dwelling 

In what these Hindoos taught 
So fast they rise—and faster, 

That I bid them over-master 
Slow study;—and far past her 

Carry iny willing thought! 

Carry my thoughts, confessing 
Each dear and separate blessijjig, 

(Ah! how beyond expressing, ^ 

Exce{)t with eyes, sweet wife!) 
E^h help, from Love’s hid heayen,, 

That thy gentle* soul has given 
, To a soul else overdriven 

' Iiv the eager racft of life.. 
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Sweetheart! how dull beside them 

4 

Seems all that would outpride them ! 
How weak, what may betide them 

To brinj^ to fall or fear 
This joy to live together 
In changeless summer weather! 

C 

No clouds to gloom or gather ! •' 

-No seasons in our year! 


Past all weak words the pleasure, 

The luxury, the treasure. 

Of knowing without measure 

Our fondness fully-grown; 
So that love, no more careful, 

I 

Nor fanciful, nor fearful. 

Takes—heart, and eye, and ear-full - 

The love that is its own! 


Let go, old legends! sweeter 
Than fruit of lotus-eater, 

f 

Diviner and completer,, 

, Than Circe’s anodyne; 
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To Jessen sadness sent us, 

,And to double g'ladness lent us, 

Tie true, unpressed, nepentbos 

Is true love’s honey-wine ! 

Let go the pride of learning. 

The foolishness of spurniifg 
Life’s life, for lai’ge^discerning 
j Of vain philosophies ! 

“ The highest truth lies nearest! ” 
’Twas a Greek said it. Dearest! 

Of sages the sincerest. 

Grey old Pheidippides ! 

An d let go that wild battle 
Which tempts us, with its rattle 
To join—like June-mad cattle. 

In siifful strife for place I • 
The^ sin is not worth sinning; 

The end mocks t^he beginning ; 

i 

, The only prize 'yortK winning , 

'Is purs, without the race !» 
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Therefore, when fears do fret me, 
Whenever wild winds threat me, 

I fold my sails and get me 

To the harbour of thy breast; 
Safe there from outer riot, 

/ . I 

Like a bi**d whom fierce hawks fly at. 
Escaped, and brooding quiet . 

' ^ ^ t 

'-‘Down in his happy nest! 

June i860. 



©n a 5)ca^ 


m 

Non'pub far Morte il dolce'viso amaro, 

I 

Ma 7 dolce visa dolce ptib far Mork. 


Death cannot change her face, tender and fair!, 
Tis she who changes Death, and makes him dear. 



[From Horace, written to a Danish air,] 




He. 

As long as I was dekr fo you, and non^,—, 

Not one, save I~ < 

‘ f ' 

Dared lock his arms about your neck, the Siln 
Saw no King happier underneath the sky. 

She. 

As long as you loved Lydia more than all, 

I 

And Chloe’s face 

Had not made Lydia’s nought, men might me call 
The happiest girl of all the Roman race. 

He. 

■ Well! nov% that’s past! and Chloe binds my heart 
With lute and voice; 

Whom so I love that, if Death’s fatal dart, 

Aimed at he^ life, struck mine, I should rejoice. 
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She. 

Ah! yes—’tis past! I love a Thuriaii boy, 
*Who dotes on tne; 

And for his dear sake I would die with joy, 

* ’ . - ’ ^ 
Nay, or twice over—were the thi^ig to be. 

) 


He. 

* 

But—^just suppose the cjd love could come back 
% As gocjjl as neN^! 

That Chloe with her golden hair should pack, 

And my heart open all its gates to you ! 

She. 

Supposing that—oh ! well!—my ThurUn’s dear, 
And you—alas ! 

Are wild as Adria, and more light than air. 

Yet, Love! with you life and dark’ Death I’d pass. 



XLbc Xost ple^a^., 

A aiORV OF THE STAUB. 

* * t 


■ 

i 

i 

p» 

At the nooil of a May iiigbt, 

Wlien the stars are all alight, 

And the white moon wanders through the gray 
While softly over all 
SUep’s velvet veil doth fall, 

To shield tired eyes from the day;— 


At such a night’s noon 
I watched the stars'and moon 
Till they ^id I alone did seem to be ; , 

, Till, in that silver throng 
Sorely my soul did long 
To rove at will, ^nd many wonders see. 
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Wherefore I let it large, 

^ And up from Earth’s dim marge 
It bounded like a horse with broken rein ; 
F^om the Dragon’s flaming crest 
To Orion’s star-bound breast 
It roamed upon that planet-studded plain. 


* On the broad flank of thtf Jjear, 

• • • 

•Dilbhii flashed fiercfe and clear, 
frighting his ^lancin^ eyes and gleaming tusk; 
And the Lion shook his mane. 

And the great star-feathered Crane 
Was up among his brothers of the dusk. 


In the Northern Lull’s bright van 
I saw dread Aldebaran, 

Andromeda’s wild hair I saw a-flame; 

By the Lyre’s glittering strips, 

Down through the Swan’s wliite^wmgs. 
Unto a lovely, lonely "light I came; 


A cloud of splejpdour sent 
, Out on the firijiamSnt 
As ’twere the Bre^h of each light-laden star; 
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A stream of splendour seen 

f 

Broad in that sea of sheen, 

Like Indian rivers flowinj? seaward far' 

None other orbs did move 
In such .sweet show of love; 

None shone like those ’mid the sky companies; 

I knew tl>^ Sisters Seven 

' . ' ' ' 

Were the liffht-bearers of Heavefi, 

Whom men do name the teai’ful Pleiades. 

On each sphere’s rolling vim 
Each held an urn at brim, 

' And poured its molten silv'er down her world ; 
In which fair gift of light 
Its live things took delight, 

And slie in them :—one orb alone was furled 

t 

\ 

In^loom; nor rav did send, 

' Save when the Sijf did bend 
rhew* sisfcer glances on the lonely On^; 

^ Whereat I could descry 
A sad, mild Majesty^ 

Sitting unlighted on a lightle'iss sun. 
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Why she alone of Seven 
^ Kor gave nor took in Heaven 
Heaven’s gift and gladness—Heaven-filling light — 
Wliy the Almighty wrath 

Sent her that lampless path, 

• . * • • 

And dimmed her crown among tlys Queens of Night 

I 


I longed, and sought to lf«ar;— 

T)h* gather round and near,— 

k • 

I*know that’ starless Angel’s story through; 

* » 

It was not all a dream, , 

It did not wholly seem,— 

Listen! I strike low strings! and tell it true. 


Ah ! Sisters Six, lead my dark star and me, • 
For I am Merope—blind Merope,^ 

And I go shorn of light, who lighted^all. , 

0 splendent Sister St*ars! gleam on my path, 
And sbpw me where it winds among tha wbrldsj; 
Nor turn ^'our glanaes hence, because I sit ^ 

Aid moan upon th§‘story of my sin; 

For I am Merope,-w-blind Merop^e^— 
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Merope,—light-abandoned Merope, 

,Who stood between God’s lowest and God’s lov^. 

f' 


0 thrice twain Sisters! lead my world along. 

In the beginning when none was save He, 

God flung from bpth great hands His star-seed forth 

♦ 

Over the endless meadows of the void , 

f I 

Wherein, as in thew^rain the broad green blade, 

f t * $ 

Life lay, and life’s high loVes and happy e'bcfs ; 

And unto each He gave fit ministrant 


c 

And faithful warder. Some were kings of suns, 
And dipped their cressets in the molten gold 
That rippled round His throne; and other some 
Fed on their borrowed glory, and were glad, 

Frail spirits, shunning the full glance of God ; 

Some, with the vaporous wreaths they did bestride, 

• ' 

Faded or were illumed; and some at speed 
Itode errant angels, singing thorough space, 
Curbing fhe^comets to their headlong course; 

And unto some He gave a gentler gift, 

Te tend tjhe lower world.s, and shine for thpm ; 

f 

And unto us, his youngest-bo^n, the Earth, 

# f 

An ever-needipg, never-c6asing care: , 

For chieif He charged our Sevep Sister-lights 
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i'o.wax and wane above her, keeping aye 
Mi^ station: and at noon and night, and ever, 
To listen open-eared, and bear above 
Unto His feet its children’s cries and tears,— 
For all tears that do fall, fall for God’s ear. 

Ai, ai! it was our charge—a gracious charge, 

Ai, ai! I lost love’s task unlovingly; 

For I am Merope—^blind Meropb, 

TVIerope,—light-abandone^ Merope, 

W];o stood between God’s lowest and God’s love. 

0 Sisters Six ! I follow plainingly,— 

For I am Merope ; and on my brow 
God, at the giving of the silver worlds, 

Laying His hand, left splendour. None^of all, 
Sisters ! not one of all your gleaming band, 
Wore whiter glory, or stood nearer Him. 

First of the seven lights I came and went, 

And unto me Electra bent her beams, , , 

And Maia bowed her brightness—and ye three, 
Alcyone,*Cel8euo, Taygete, 

And silver Sterope, next me in place, 

A 

Took fire from me, awd tended me with love. 

I was a perfect Angel of pure fay^ • • 
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'Chosen a chief of Planets. Woe is me ! 

f 

I am a wildered World in well-known paths, 
For I am Merope,—rash Merope,— 

She that was great in Heaven become the least, 
Standing between God’s lowest and God’s love. 

O - 

• f 


0 Sisters! lead me with tlie sound of soijg, 

• « 

Sweep solemn musitf forth from ^balanced wings, 
And leave it qloudlike in tbe fluttered sky,* 

That I may feel and follow. * Ah! ligl<t, 

« 

My vanished lovely light! I sate in place 
With wakeful eyes, and kept the earth in ken; 
And ye around me waited for my word. 

Far "down below the cone of shadow crept 
Whereund^r lay Earth’s night, and from its gloom 
Prayers, and the, sound of tears, and other sounds 
Which unto angel ears are strange, came up 

f 

Like smoke from peaked volcano, and our vans 
Fanned tfienj fresh breath to take them on to God. 
Sisters 1 amid the myriad crms that rose 
Fi;om lips that Night’s nepenthe could not, calm, 
Came ^ long prayer for mercyr, growing^loud 
As it waxed hopeless;—she who uttered it, 

A sad, stained womap, with a fiiir 'fierce cheek. 
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Kneeling heside the hlack rim of a river^ 

The 'rim of a hlach river^ surging forth i 

From a great city's glare into the gloc/ni. 

I saw her—and ye saw her, Sisters mine, 

Plucking the mother’s bosom from her babe 
» ' > » 

Ere the waves took them—one, starved dead ol' 

» 

loye, , 

• . . • 

And one of life—both crvinar onfe* heart-crv 

1 » ®i *' • 

That asfeed God’s pity in pain’s common tongue ; 
An^ ye said, “ Sister, let it go above; ” 

But I, who, knowing all things, Jcnew her sin, 

And what deed stained the raiment of her soul, 
Answered, “ It goeth not, her grief is j ust; ” 

And struck it down the sky. Woe! woe! ’ her 


cry 

w 

Fell, and then rose, and grew up from a groan 

Into a voice,—a voice that struck the Stars ^ 

» 

And bounded from their brilliant capes, and rolled 
Louder than thundering crash of orb oi^ orib, ^ 
Thrilling the Planets, tifl each Angel knew * 

The very ^oice of God, saying, “ Thou*Staii! 

Thou, Merojje ! go earthward.” Ah, my light I 
O Sifters, lead my wcyld on while I weep, 

For I am Merope,'—blind Merope, ^ t , » 
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'Mei’ope,—light-abandoned Merope, 

Who heard unmoved God's lowest ask His love. • 


List no more, holy Sisters, list no more ! * 

Bar the white porch of each unsharafed ear 

T. • ' . * 

AVith double-folded wing, for I must speak 

Of things that enter not at that high gate,- 7 - 

« 

The mournful mattel- of a mortal life, 

» ' ' • 

Whereto I went,—hence.-^but I know nof ho'w! 
Fairer are homes of heaven, yet very fair „ 

Thy fields and fonutfiius were, my prison-house! 
Caverns and woods, valleys and veiny brooks; 

And thou, too, mountain-cradled Indian stream! 

By whose green brim my feet new from the clouds 
Touched the hard earth, and stood: in whose great 

towns 

« » 

Mjf spirit breathed harsh air of earth,—and lived: 
Within the temjjle of that country's God 
Amid t^he^Injlian maids I moved as one, 

And took the manner of thefr race and tongue, 

Afcd wore their vest and veil, and bore the^name 
An earthly father gave, and called his boy 
A gentle human boy, loving and brave, , 

My brother!—woe I woe ! light me along! 
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Foil am Merop^—shamed Merope, 

She*tjjiat was made God’s lowest on the earth, 
Standing between God’s lowest and His love. 

0 Stars!—I say not Sisters, saying this,— 

War rose in that our home, spears fringed the 
Weills# 

• • 

Where com bristled before : an*©ld fierce kinsr 

• • • • * * 

Sought us for slaves, and*meii laid down their lives 

Th^t others mi^ht live free. ISly brother fought 
A-front in all the battles, for tb^se hands 
Buckled the steel which kept his heart from harm, 
And fed his quiver. Sinless human love 
Touched me; and on the battlements by night,* 
Gazing unknowingly upon mine own, ^ 

I chai-ged Star-Angels to shine fair Jor •him, 

And send him favouring beams. At such a time^ 

f 

The captain of the chariots of the king. 

Watching our wall, cast eyes of earnes^ love, 

On me, and lit ray soul*up with a flame 
Wherein*all maiden meekness, fear a»d faith* J 
Courage to ^strive and.purity to pray, 

Ani the last little w*ack;*of glory lost. 

Melted as May show melts under tke^un, 
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' And left a bare bad heart. Oh, he^r me not, 

High Stars! an evil thing is loveless love,- 
Accnrsed of Heav’n; I knew it, and I fell. 

Am I not Merope ?—dark Merope, 

That Merope whom God's wrath did cast down, 
Standing bjtweenr God’s lowest and God’s love ? 

f * 

Sisters! lead me "along. The, Planets pale. 

The powers of Heaven are,pale to hear in ileaven ^ 
The stoi’y of my shame. AM ai! light on! 

I 

I hurrv to the ending. Manv an eve, — 

0 silver Worlds, ye saw it!—we did meet. 

And drank the burning cup of Passion dry, 

* 

Nor slacked the draught, nor stayed, thoigh we 
inigjit see 

The dreggy^ poispn through the purple wine. 

Ah', a strong thing is Love! strong as a curse 

* 

To drag the soul to woe,—strong as a prayer 

To lift .’t to sweet grace! I swore to him 

To yield the city open-gated up 

Uhto his 'thirty swords, for pity went, r 

And ft^ith, and fair thoughts,-«^all but headlong love. 

At his strong breath. Myobro^iher kept the gusrd 

V the eastern gatp: ^ took him»fo6d, and tried 
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Thti,*buckles of Ms breastplate,—one I loosed, 

An(? drew his battle-knife, and laughingly 

Struck on the tempered scales, whereat he smiled. 

And bade me strike amain: good sooth ! I did,— 

Down through the stolen passage past his heart, 

• • • • 

So that life left him ere the bright»blood ^ame; 

Then I flpng.back the portals, and let in 

A sea of stormy helms,—it swejlV along 

One liftle lareath-tirae; sopn a rock-like band 

Me^it—a»d stayed—and turned, and scattered it, 

* • 

'I’en to a hundred, fighting for the right, 

And speared the backs of the fliers, for all fled 
Save one; and him, under my wringing hands, 

The savage lances stabbed through greave and 
groin: 

Then mine eyes swam in blood ; sonje an^ry gripe 
Somewhither haled the reeking corse and me 
Past howling citizens. Oh, let me end! 

Oh! light sad Merope, and let her end !, 

^lerope,—hope-abandoned Merope, 

Who stoo^ between God’s lowest and God'» love! J 

Alj, sapphire-vested#Si^ers! ah, crowned Lights! 
Bear with my moan a little; I mu^t»tnll 



320 


THE LOST PLEIAD. 


' How human life did leave me. It was when 

r 

The stream whereby we lived did slowly rise 

r 

To flood its reeded banks. I, gaining sighfl, 
Wakinj? in fetters bv the dark stream-side,* 

o V f 

Saw under me the swelling tide, and knew 

* * 

Cold Death was creeping upward. Oh! I shrieked. 
And strained the links that held me to ,the^slime, 
And sant soul-strioken on the bloodv breast 
Of what I loved,—he lav there, and on milie*' 

My child, poor fool! I tore him off, and tl^en, 

. * . 

Mad, bleeding, passion-poisoned, wild with woe. 
Kneeling beside the black rim of the river ,— 

The rim of the black river, surging forth 
From the great city’s glare into the gloom, 


I cried aloud to Heaven. The cry came back,, 

t 

As I had spurned it! Yes, 1 knew it all! 

A!> I had spurned it, sitting on ray Star! . 

Yes, yes! I knew it all, and one wild space 
God’s anger scathed me ; then the kind quick waves 
Lapped o’er my lip and warned the foul life out; 
Acid then, I ^now not what,—and then I sat, 


Dark on my darkling star, ^faker of all! 

* I 

I do adore Thee, Mighty, 'Merpiful: 


Pitying^all erpafures, Thou didj^t pity me, 
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Who pitied not; for 1 am Merope,— 

Ai, ai! Light-T)earers, I am Merope, 

Merope,—^Heaven-exiled Merope, 

Who stood between God’s lowest and God’s love. 



ama&i0 ot (Baul to H)on (Sluijote De la 

/IDancba. 

[From the Spsinish.] 

Thott, who didst imitate the mournful manner 
Of my most lonely and 'despised life, 

And—leaving joy for suffering and strife— 

Upon the bare hillside didst pitch thy banner! 
Thou, whose unshamcd eyes with tears oft ran o'er— 
Salt, dripping tears !—when, giving up all proper 
Vessels of use, silver, and tin, and copper, 

Thou atest earth’s herbs on the earth,—a woful 
dinner! 

Rest thou content, Sir Knight! Ever and ever— 

‘ ^ _ c 

Or, at. the least, while throjgh the hemispheres 
(golden Apollo drives his glittering mares— 
Famous and praised shall be thy high endeavour 1 
Thy land of birth the glory of all nations! 

Thy chronicler’s, the crown of reputations ! 



Ubc Sbabow of tbe Cross. 

• • ^ « 

(Suf^gested by the well-known picture of Mr. IIolmaiFlInnt, in which 
tli^upHftedffoim of Christ, resting^ with extended arms from His 
labour in the carpenter's shop n.t Nuifircth, throws upon the wall 
of the Virj^n's house a tig*urc^of a Cross.] 


t—^ 


Light and Shadow! Shadow*and Licjht! 

o 

Twins that were born at the birth of the sun ! 
One the secret of all things bright; 

The secret of all things sombre, one; 

One the joy of the radiant day; • 

One the spell of the dolorous nig^t: 

One at the dew-fall bearing swa\i; 

O V * 0 

One at the d^-break, rosy and w^ite •. * 

Sister^nd brother, born of one moflher,' 

Made ^f a thought of the Infinite One, • 
J\iade by the wisd#m of God—and none other— 
In times when*the times |ver«*n<»t begbn. 
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One with the morning-star for its gem, 

Glad Eosphorus, herald of beams; 

One that wears for its diadem 

Pale, sad Hesperus, planet of dreams. 

4 

One for jihe glory and one for the gloom ; 

One to show forth and one to shroi’d; 

One for the birth and one for the tomb; 

One for the clear sky and one for the cloud. 

t 

t 

j 

Sister and brothe", for ever and ever, 

Nowise disparted, and nowhere a-twain ; 
Mysteries no man’s thinking shall sever; 
Marvels none can miss, or explain. 

Light, which without a shadow shines not! 

Shadow, which shows not unless by light! 
(For that which we see to sight combines not, 
Except by the sides that escape the sight,) 

I) • 

Is this the pai’able ? this the ending ? 

'iJI'hat nothing lives for us unless with a foil; 

_ ^ 

That all things show by cortrast and blending,- 
Pkasure by Pain, and Rect by Toil ? 
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Strength by Weakness, and Gladness by Sorrow 
Pope by Despair, and Peace by Strife; 

The (jood by the Evil, the Day by the Morrow; 
Love by Hatred, and Death by Life ? 

• • • 

Ah! then I hate you. Shadow! 'Shadcjjv! 

Ghost and ghoul of the glittering Light! 

If the gold of wisdom, the^ Ef'Dorado , 

Of Art must be had jn this sorrowful sight. 

Shadow 1 we know how lovely and tender 

Are the deeds you do with your witchcraft dim; 
What wonderful sorcery tempers the splendour 
Of light, in your sisterly play with him ! 

We know what rose-leaf lips wmtld be cold 
Without the soft finish of warm half-light; 

S 

We know what tresses would lo^e their gold 
If you did not gloss it and gild it*arigh4i. 

We kaow how weary the dawns w(>uld go 
Lacking the promise of placid eves; , 

We know how fiewely.the hours could glow 
Without the ceol green ^usk, under tlfe leaves; 
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Yes ! and we know how joy woul^ tire, 

And gladness turn madness, and life be unjlone; 

< 

A.nd strength prove weakness, and Hope expire, 

I 

And Love droop wingless, if change were none. 

And, Holjest Skidow of God’s great hand!— 

ght,— 

I know, that by Thee we understand 

The stars which in silver His srlories write. 


And we seem to see that, to eyes like ours. 
Dawn by Dusk must usher its state ; 

That hearts win hope from the darkest hours. 
And Love kisses best with a shudder at Hate. 

t 

But, Shadow! Shadow! Ghost of the Light! 

Be Sadness ! be Softness! be solemn Gloom I 

f 

Be Death! be Doubt! be the secret of Night! 
Be*the spell of Beauty! but past the tomb, 

Thou wendeSit not with us, accursed Shadow ! 

That makest a fable of all real things:— 

The gold of wisdom, the till Porado 
Of aft, a happier musing brings. 


That makest the sleep and the spangled ai 
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^ar off—worlds off—in the Pleiads seven 
0 

Is a Star of the Stars—Alcyone— 

The orb which moves never in all the Heaven, 
The centre of all sweet Light we see. 


A 


And there, thou Shadow of Earth’s pa^e seeming! 

The? wisest say no shadow can be, 

But perfect splendours, lupidly streaming, 

And Life and Light At intensity. 


Then why did the artist show it thus— 

The Sorrow of Sorrows personified— 
Painting the carpenter’s Son for us 

And the Shadow behind of the Crucified ? 


Meek and sweet in the sun He stands. 
Drinking the air of His Syrian skies; 
Lifting to Heaven toil-wearied lyinds, 

Seeing “ His Father ” with those «nild ewes; 

Gazing from trestle and bench and*saw. 

To the*Kingdom*kept for His rule abov#. 

O Christ, the Lor^! \wb see with awe ! 

Ah! Joseph’s Son! we lo^k with love ? 
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All! Maty Mother ! we watch with ^noans 
Marking that phantom thy sweet eyes see, 

I 

That hateful ShiuJow upon the stones, 

t 

That sign of a coming agony 1 

Did it happf^n so dnce in Nazareth ? 

Did a Christmas sun show such a sight, 

t 

^faking f’om Life a'spectre of Death, 

/ 

Mocking our “ Light of ^he World ” with Light ? 

9 

He tells us—this arttst—one Christmas-tide, 

The sunset painted that ominous Cross; 

The shadows of evening prophesied 
The hyssop to Him, and to us the loss. 

t 

For, her pang*^ is -the pang of us, every one: 

Wherever the light shines the Shadow is; 
Where beams a smile must be heard a moan; , 

The anguish follows the flying bliss. 

Yon crown which the Magi brought to her,* 

It rarkes a vision of brows that bleed 
Yon censer of spikenard an4 bi<5m and myrrh, 

I 

It looks on the'wall like a “ sponge and reed.” 
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And, therefore, ^ong ago was it written— 

Of^ Christmas to come in the realms of Light—* 

“ The curse shall depart and death shall be smitten, 

§ 

And then there shall he m more night" 

0 Christ, our Lord, in that Shado^less !|^and. 

Be mkidfal of these sad shadows which lie 1 

Look forth and mark what woful band , 

• • * • 

, Of glooms attend us across Thy sky! 

I 

“ Cliristmas! ” and hear what wars and woe! 

“ Christmas! ” and see what grief o’er all! 

Lord Christ! our suns shine out to show 
Crosses and thorns on Time’s old wall! 

t 

So, if Thou art where that star gleasns* 

Alcyone, or higher still. 

Send down one blessed ray which j^eams 
Free of all shadows—for they kill! < 



Cbrist JBlesBina Xlttlc Cbtlbrcn.' 

\ *■ 

[Suggested by the picture of Rembrandt in the Niiftiona^I Uallery.] 

4 

— 

A 

y^ 

Master, well done! thy sombre colours stoop, 

As what they paint did, to the root of things! 

Thy Christ hath eyes, whose weary glances droop, 
Marred with much love, and all the ache it brings: 
Thy children—soft, albeit, their Syrian grace— 
Clasp sunburnt breasts, and drink of milk that cost 
Sweat to prov-idei,it; from each mother's face 
Is gone the bridal beauty; lapsed and lost 
Bliss from these bondsmen; yet, how the Divine 
Breaks through the clay ! how Truth’s gold gilds 
the story! 

Hpw longing f-sr heaven’s light makes eartlJs gloom 
shine! 

How lovely, at its lowest, is bve’s glory 1 
We see Him as. He sate in Palestine. 
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Lord Christ! these are the little ones that come! 

0 * 

Thpu spakest, “ Suffer them; ” yea, Thou didst say, 
“ Forbid them not, for in my kingdom some 
Are lilce to such ! ” 0 Lord! do Angels lay 

Small aching heads on sorrow-laden bosoms ? 

Do Thy young angels toil, and starve, ^nd weep ? 
Hardly for these will ope life’s morning blossoms 
Before their da;js,bring griefs,* their nigl^tly sleep 

Dreams of the Roman whip. Ah, Master Mild! 

% 

Be Bonfie gre^t secret*of Thy kingdom said 
To keep the grown man glad as»this male child, 

The woman pure as is that tender maid! 

They “ see* Thy Father’s face! ” Then, how beguiled ? 


Little sweet sister, standing at His kneej 
Small peasant sister! sucking at ihy* thumb. 
Touched to that tiny heart with the mystery', 

Glad to be brought, but fiir too i^hy to come; 

Yes!.tremble, but steal closer; let it Qpver • 

All of thy head, that potent, piteous haucT; 

And, mothers! reach your round-eyed babies ovel 
To take Jiheir turi!, nought though they, under- 
• stand; 

For these thereby aire safe, be^g se kissed • 
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f 


By that Love’s lips which kisses oat of heaven';- 

And we, with little children, but no Christ, ^ 

« 

Press near ; perchance the blessing may be given 

« 

From theirs to ours, though we His face have missed. 



©n a Cyclamen, 

CLUCKED AT CANA OP GALILElf, AND PHESF/tED TO A 

BRIDE. 

— 

a, Flower! bat, Dear! it grew 
On the green mountains, which en-ring 
Kana-el-Jelil; looking to 

Th*e village, and the little Spring! 

The Love which did those bridals bless 
Ever and ever on you shine J • 

Make happier all your happiness, 

And £urn its water into wine! 


I 



XTbe* twelve /iDontbs. 


I 

JANUARY. 

I 

Uain— hail—sleet—sfiow !—Yet' in my East 

I 

This is the time when palm-trees quicken 
With flowers, wherefrom tlie Arabs’ feast 
• Of amber dates will thenceforth thicken. 


Palms,—^.he and she,—in sight they grow; 

And o'er the desert-sands is wafted, 

On light airs of the After-glow, 

Thdc golden dust whence fruit is grafted. 


Ah', happy trees! who feel no frost i 
Of winter-time, to chill your gladness; 
And grow not close en^ugl^ for cost , 

Oft bliss .fulfilled, which heightens sadness ; 
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No gray reality’s alloy 

Your green ideal can diminish! 

Yoh have love’s kiss, in all its joy, 

Without love’s lips, which let it finish! 


FEBRUARY. 

^'air Grecian legend, that, hi Spring, * 

• • • . • 

Sefiking sweet talfl for sunnier hours, 

Fabled how Enna’s queen did bring 

• • 

Back from the underworld her flowers! 


Whertce come ye else, goblets of gold. 
Which men the yellow crocus call ? 
You snow-drops, maiden-meek and cold, 
What other Angers let you fall ?» 


What hand but hers, who, wont tb rove 
The asphodel in Himeraj 
Torn thence Uy an \ingentle love, 

F^ung not her favourites awjiy ^ 


» $ 

^King of dark de^th !*on thoughts that roam 

Thy passion ^nd thy power were spqnt: 
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When blossom-time is due at home, 
Homeward the soul’s strong wings are Lent. 

t 

So comes she, with her pleasant woiit, 

When Spring-time chases Winter cold, 

J 

r 

Co\jching against his frozen front 
Her tiny spears of green and gold, 

I 

( I 

I 

a 

MARCH. 

« 

Welcome, North-wind! from the Norland; 
Strike upon our foremost foreland, 

Sweep away across the moorland, 

Do thy lusty kind I 
Thou and we were bom together 
In the black Norwegian weather; 

Birds we be of one brave feather, 

Welcome, bully wind! 

I 

f 

Buss us! set our girls’ cheeks glowing; 
Southern blood asks sun for flowing, 

North blood warms when winds are blowing, 

Mo“t of all winds, thou; 
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> There’s a sea-smack in thy kisses 

, • 

Better than all breezy blisses, 

SoVe know, our kinsman this is: 

Buss us! cheek and brow. 

• • 

Eollick out thy wild seaicatches, 

Boor thy stormy mad sea-snatches, 

• % 

^hat bare ma^ts and battehed hatches 

Thou l;iast left behind ; 

Rin^ it, till our ears shall ring, too. 

How thou mad’st the Freiuhnian bring-to: 
That’s the music Northmen sing to, 

* Burly brother wind! 

Go! with train of spray and sea-bii-^, 

Piling the milky waves to leeword,’ 

Drive the ragged rain-clonds seaward, 

Chase the scuddjing ships; 

> 

To the South-wind take our greet^g, 

Bid him bring the Spring—his Sweeting— 
Say^what glad hearts wait her iii^eting, 

, What bright eyes and Ups. 
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APRIL. 

Blossom of the almond-trees, 

April’s gift to April’s bees, 

Birthday ornament of spring, 

^ I 

EJlora’s fairest daughterling!— 

Coming when no flow’rets dare 

i 

Trust the fcruel outer air: 

• t t 

When the royal l^ing-cup bold 

Will not don his coat of gold ; 

• • 

And the sturdy blackthorn spray 
Keeps its silver for the May ;— 

Coming when no flow’rets would', 

Save thy lowly sisterhood 
Early violets, blue and white, 

Dying,for their love of light. 

Almond blossom, sent to teach us 

t 

That the spring-days soon will reach us, 
tesf., with longing over-tried, 

• I 

We die as the violets died. 

Blosicom, clouding all the tree 
With thy crimson ’broidery. 

Long before a leaf of,green 
•' On the.,bravest bough is seen ; 
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Ah ! wlien wintiy winds are swinging 
All thy red bells into ringing, 

"With a bee in every bell, 

Almond bloom, we greet thee w'ell! 


MAY. 

Who cares on J'-he land.to s*tay, 

* . * * 

Wasting the wealth,of a day ? 

•The fgillow fiSlds^leave 
For the meadows that* heave. 
And away to the sea—away! 


To the meadows far out on the deep, 

Whose ploughs are the winds that^weej 

The green furrows high, • * 

When into the sky 
The silvery foam-bells leap. 


At sea!—my*bark—at sea! 

W^ the winds, and the wild cl*uds ancl mi**; 
The low shore soon 
Will be doyn'\|ith the moon, 

And none oh Ijie waves but w^!, 
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Thy wings are abroad, my bird! 

And the sound of their speed is heard; 
The scud flieth west, 

And the gull to her nest, 

But they lag far behind us, my bird! 


WJiite as my true love’s neck 
Are the sails that shadow* thv deck ; 


J 


And thine image w/in. 

Like the stream-mirrored swan, 
Lies dim on thy dancing track. 




On! on! with a swoop and a swirl. 
High over the clear waves’ curl; 

*Qnder thy prow, 

r 

Like a fairy, now, 

Make the blue water bubble with pearl 


4 

Lo! yonder, ray lady, the light! 

'Tis thadast of the laud in sight! 

Look once—and away ! 

Bows down in ^e ^ray ; 

Lighted* on. by the lamps of the night! 
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JUNE. 

9 

Lily o/june, pearl-petalled, emerald-leaved! 

A sceptre thou, a silver-studded wand 

By lusty June, the Lord of Summer, waved, 

• • * 

To give to blade and bud Jjis high coj^mand. 


9 

Nay! not a sceptr^ but a seatefl Bride, 

The wtite Sultana of*g. world of flowers, 

*• 

Chosen, ^a’er all their passion and their pride, 

• • 

To reign with June, Lady oflazure hours. 


Ah, Vesthl-bosomed! Thou that, all the May, 

From maidenly reserve wouldst not depart, 

Till June’s warm wooing won thee to display 
The golden secret hidden at thy^eart: 

Ijay thy white heart biu’e to the Summer King 1 
Bfirn thy broad chalice for him wit^ fresh rain! 
Fling to him from thy milky censers, fling 
Fin^ragrances, a Bride without stain 1 * 

Without?—look, Jiyie!^thy pearly love is smutched 
That which did#wake her gentjg liieauty^ slays ; 
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Alas! that nothing lovely lasts,^ if touched 
By aught more earnest than a longing gjtize. 


JULY. 

Proud, W the^bosom of the river, 

* 

White-winged the vessels come and go, 
Drop'ping down.jvith ingots to deliver, 
Drifting up stately oti the ifow. * • 

f 

Mirrored in the sparkling waters under, 
Mightily rising to fhe sky, ' 

Kings of the sunshine and the thunder. 
Come they and go they, in July. , 

9 

Quiet, in the reaches of the river, 

Blooms the sea-poppy all alone; 

< 

Hidden by t!ne marshy sedges ever. 

Who knows its golden cup is blown ? 
Who 9 ares if'far-distant billows, 

Kockin*g the great ships to rsea, 
Underneath the tassels of the willows 

f 

liocks the sea-poppy and the bee ? 

t * 

Kocks the marsh-blossvm with its burden, 

o 

a wo^ker Jbee at most! 
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Working for nothing but the guerdon 

To live on its honey in the frost. • 

Th*e outward-bound ye watch, and the incoiner ; 

I 

The bee and the blossom none espy! 

But these have their portion in the summer. 

^ # c 

In the glad, gold sunshine^ of J'ulv. 


AUGlfST. 

[Froip the German.] 

Once, with a landlord w^mdrous fine, 
A weary guest, I tarried ; 

A golden pippin was his sign, 

Upon a green bro ucli carried! 

Mine host—he was an appl^-tt^e 
With whom I took mv leisure : 

V y 

Fair fruit, and mellowed jmcily. 

He srave me from his treasiije. 


JTiere came to that same hostel gay 
Bright guests, in brave adorning; 
A merry fea|t thby made all day, 
And sang, and slept till morning. 



344 


f 


THE TWELVE MONTHS. 


I, too, to rest my body laid 

r 

On bed of crimson clover; 

The landlord with his own broad shade 
Carefully spread me over. 


I rosf3 ;r-1 called to pay the score, 

l^b “ No! ” he gi*andly boweth ; 

« 

Now, root an^ fruit, for evermore 
Vjod bless him,' wlyle h4 groweth I 


r * 

SEPTEMBER. 

The harvest-moon stands on the sea^ 

Her golden rim’s adrip; 

She lights the sheaves on many a lea, 

Thii sails on many a ship; 

0 

Glitter, sW-eet Queen ! upon the spray, 
And glimmer on the heather; 

Right fair thy ray to gild the way 
‘ Whete lovers walk together. 

The red,wheat rustles, and the vines i 
Are purple to the foot; 

And true-love, waiting patient, wins 
^jts ble;|ss^d time of fruit i 
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Lamp of all lovers. Lady-moon ! 

Light these ripe lips together 
Which reap alone a harvest sown 
Long ere September weather. 


OCTOBER. 

A bold branette she is, radia'nt with mirth,* 

'•Who comes a-tripping'over corn-fields cropped ; 

• • • 

Fruits and "blown rosJes, from her full arms 

» 

dropped, 

Carpet hey feet along the gladdened earth; 

Around her brow glitters a careless crown 
Of bronzed oak, and apple-leaves^ aacf vine ; 

And russet-nuts and country berries twine 
About her gleaming shoulders and loose gown. 

m 

Like grapes at vintage, where the ripe wine glows, 
Glowff so her sweet cheek, surnruer-touclied ‘but 
fair; , 

And, like grape-ttndr^s, all her wealth of h air. 
Gold on a ground of brown, nodsjis ^he g»es: 
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•' Grapes too, a-spirb, her brimming fingers bear, 

' A dainty winepress, pouring wet and wai’m ^ 

The crimson river over wrist and arm, 

And on her lips—adding no crimson there!' 

f‘ i • 

Ah! goldeaj, auturfm hours—fly not so fast! 

Let the sweet Lady long with us delay ; ■ 

The su^nset makes' thq sun so '^ished-for,—stay! 
Of three fair sisters—loveliest and the last! 

But after laughter e^er follows grief, 

And Pleasure’s sunshine brings its shadow Pain; 
Even now begins the dreary time again. 

The first dull patter of the first dead leaf. 


NOVEMBER. 

Come ! ij> thy veil of ashen cloud 

t ♦ 

With mists around thee, like a shroud, 
And wanrface coloured with no light r 
Of sun or moon, by day oi night; , 

I would not see thee gilad jind gay, 

Dark moiwthi that called my Love away! 
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I would not see thee otherwise, 

^ Gray month! that hast the dying eyes; 
CTold month ! that com’st with icy hands 
Chaining the waters and the lands ! 

So didst thou chill two hearts at play, 

• • • » 

Dark month! that called my Love^giway ! 


And yet, I kyow, Lebind*thy mists 

The laright Sun shines, Love’s star subsists! 

If%s^e could lift thy veil, may be, 

• • 

Thv hidden face were good to see ! 

O 

Come as thou wilt—I say not nay, 

DaWc month ! that called my Love away ! 


Novembtr 1S65. 


DECEMBER. 


In fret-work of frost and spangle of snow 
Unto his end the year doth wend •, 

And sadly for some the days did go, 

And* glad for some were begiunii:;^ and end !*. 
But—fifid or glad’—grieve not for his deEj^th, 

• Mournfully couri;ing,your measures of breath, 
You, that, before the stars be^n^ 
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Were seed of woman and promise of man, 

t 

You who are older than Aldebaran! 

It was but a ring round about the Sun,* 

One passing dance of the planets done'; 

One step of the Infinite Minuet 

t , , » 

Whiqjj the gieat yvorlds pace, to a music set 

By Life immortal and Love divine; 

* . • ' * 
Whereof is strtfck,^ in your threescore and ten 

One chord of the harmony, fair anJ fine, 

Of that which maketh m women and men! , 

I • 

In fret-work ofifrost and spangle of snow. 

Sad or glad—let the old year go! 


i 



Westminster Hbbey^ 


H - 

She.. 

’•Under the marble’s millc-vvhite satin, 

With cherrfljim, seraphim, trumpets of Fame, 

I 

And stately scrolls of imperial Latin 

Blazoping proudly each deathless name; 

I think I could rest in a well-pleased slumber; 

I think my flesh would be fain of tl e grave 
If I might be of this glorified uuiAber, 

And such a tomb, such epitaphs, have! 

I 

,He. 

Oh, ea.gily lulled! and comforted lip^htly! 

If I might choose, I would have them give 
* » 

To the quick flames, bftrning clear and brightly. 

Whatever is’lej:’t of me, after I live. 
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•' Or else, in the kind great arms of the sea— 

' Which nothing can cumber, and nothing stain— 
Lay it and leave it. So might I be 

Safe back with the winds and the waters'again! 


She. 

At least tonfess 'twere a record bplendi^ ^ 

To lie, like Philips, with lovely verse 
Sounding the triumph of •life well ended, 

I 

Tenderly wreathing the minstrel’s hearse; 

f 

Was it not grand to win such sweet riddance ? 

r 

“ Master! peaceful hereunder recline! ” 

To be laid fn earth with that gentle biddance? 

*“ Till Angels wake thee with songs like thine! ” 


He. 

Fqrlr is the ve^se j but, I think the Master » 

Would rather live on a choral lip; 

< % 

Would liever some warm hearty beat the faster 
For musical,joy and fellowship, 



IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


351 


|inthem8 rolling—solemn and certain— 

Or madrigals left us to play and to sing; 
Than h^ve Angels set to draAv Death’s curtain, 
And lfi,uds as loud as the praise of a King. 


She. 

Well! tell me thejif was there ever graven ' 

•^A farewell softer to spirit fled 
Tlfan Franklin hears in this quiet haven 

Where moor the fleets of our-mighty Dead ? 

Cenotaph ? Yes!—hut the beautiful message! a 
Where is one like it ? “ Great Sailor-Soul! 

Sailing now on some happier passage, * 
Voyaging hence to no earthly Pole! ” 


He. 

Nay! I,have se«n what was like it, and bett'er; 

Far away, on a Syrian hill: 

Not one word! not an Alfabic letter 

s 

Marked where the dead man lay so still ;• 
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But round his headstone, for sorrow and story 

» 

A long black braid of tresses was tied! 

« 



Think how she loved him to give the glorV 


Of her hair! Would you, Dear! if I had died ? 



Htalanta* 


■ 

»• 

Greek Ata\anta! girdled liigli, 

Gold-sandalled;• great majestic Maid! 
Her hair»bound Taack with silver tie, 

f 

And in her hand th’ Arcadian blade 
To pierce that suitor who shall choose 
Challenge her to the Race—and lose ! 

And—at her side—Hippomenes 1 » 
Poised on his foremost foo^, with eyes 
Burning to win—if Pallas please,— 
That course deep-perilousVvhose^rize 
Is joy or dt^th! , Apples of golfl 
His trembling fingers do enfold! 

Oh, girls! ’tis English, as ’tis Greek ! * 
Life is tliat course : train so the soul 

ft 
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That, girt with health and strength, it sej^k" 
One swifter still, who touches goal , 

First—or, for lack of breath outdone. 

Dies gladly, so such race was run ! 


Yaiii scorn hot, if, before your feet 


The golden fruits of life should roll— 

Faith, worship, Joving service sweet— 

» * * < 

To stoop and grasp them! So the Soul ^ 


Runs slower in the Ruce by these, ' 

I* 

But wins them, and—Hippomenes. 



Xife, 


[From Tictor Hugo.] 


t 

Let us be lilce the bird, one instant lighted 
JJpon u twig that swings; 

He feels it yield—but sings on, unalfrightBd^ 
Knowing he hath his wings! 



Iba&rlan's Bbbress to bis Sout.. 

-H—•- 

r 

Soul of me! floating^ arftl Hitting, and’ fond ! 
Thou and this body were life-mates together 
Wilt thou be gone now ? And whither ? 
Pallid, and naked, and cold, ' 

t 

• Not to laugh, or be glad, as of old ! 



Ube H)eptbs of tb.c SciJ. 


[Ojji aj>ictuiy Ry Mr. Burno Jones, with the motto : 

—halms quod tottk mente petisti 

• * * • 

Infdix /] 


• -H- 

. •. 

WniCH is the one we must pity, Master ? 

Who is infelix —the boy, or she 
Drawing him down from his barque’s disast^ 
To the pebbled floor of her silvery sea ? 
With light keen laughter drawing hkn down, 
Gleeful to clasp him —her mariner brown— 

, Heedless of life-breath, which babbles upward, 
So the fair strong body her clkvn may be. 


Wh(%was the one that longed too yiadly • 

To have the wish—and is sorry to have ? 

• • 

^Do you mean yoiy sifilor faced over-gladly 

, The toils of tjie bitter and tret!fcherous wave 
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The,depths which charm, the danarer whicH. 
\ pleases, 

f 

The death that tempts man’s spirit, and teftses; 
And now he has won it, his prize of daring, 
Dra^sfed to the cold sea-maiden’s cave ? 

no 

Or was it she, the Merman’s Daughter^— , 

Half'soft white JToraan, half glittering scafesJ- 

' . • * * 

Who, sporting by starliglrt upon the vfat’er, 

r 

Saw him, and passioned-^-and so prevai,ls; 

Sent the gale, or the mountainouc. billow, 

To wash him down to the oozy pillow 
Where, night and day, she will lull her Ipver, 

’Mid whispering sea-shells, and green sea- 
dales ? 


And she is to find—poor Child of ocean, 

His mouth set fast, and his blue eyes dim; 

And lips; and liinbs, and hands sans motion, 

4 ^ ^ ^ * 

And sweet love dumb in'the breast of him; 
i^nd ker own wild heart will break to kno^w 
Men cannot breathe in her Blue below, 

Nor mermaidens come to llie Blue of Ins Heaven ; 
Is that your moral, my Painter grim ? 
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rather : “ terqne quaterque felices ! ” 

Fortunate,"both of them, winning their will! 

If yoa paint the deep grey Sea’.*? abysses 
, Da)pe also to plunge to the depths of Ill! 

For Peace broods under the rough waves’ riot, 

Afld Iteyond dark Death is delightfiri <^uiet; 

And once to have loved is good for the^ea-girl, 

I And once to have died is better still! • 

*•1 calljihem happy—^ea, “ three and more times,” 
She hath lieff Tlov: he hath his rest; 

And to finish love and life beforetin)es 

For jailor and Mermaid is—may be—best: 

I think she feels, by her subtle laughter, • 

« 

That to clasp him was good, whatever comes after; 

And what should a weary mariner wAh fo>‘ 

* • 

Better than sleep by Love caressed ? 



ZTbc Dcavenl^ Secret. 




“SoMETBiES,” siglieeit'Lalage, “in hours of^sadnes^, 

A sudden pleasure shines'upon the sotll,*' 

• ( 

The heart beats quick to half-tieard notes of gladness, 
And from the darl^ mind all its clouds unroll: 
How is this, Poet ? You, who know things hidden ! 

Whence sounds that under-song of soft oontent? 
Whalf brings such peace, unlooked-for and unbidden? 
Say, now! Oh, is it truth or accident ? ” 


“ Dear Maid,” I said! “ wisely you ask a poet, 

For there’s ihy answer, on your upper lip: • 

The Talmud writes: that dimple—as you show it— 
Between the rosy mouth ailG nofe’s tip, 

Was stamped by God’s own hand, the day He piade us, 

I / 

When unto each He whispered “ All goeth well! ” 
But pressed His finger on oirr lip, and laid us 
Under His secxet not to know—nor tell! 


1 



Hn aoieu. 


India farewell ! I shall noft see again *'• 

I TShy shining shores, thy peoples of the ^un 
Gentlg, goft-matinered, by a kind word Von 

To such quick kindnfess ! O’er the Arab main 

• • 

Our flying flag ^streams hack; and backwards stream 
My thoughts to those fair open fields 1 love, 

City and village, maidan, jungle, grove. 

The temples and the rivers ! Must it seenj 
Too great for one man’s heart to say it holds * 

So many many Indian sisters dear,^ 

So many Indian brotliers ? that it folds 
Lakhs of true friends in parting ? JTay! but there 
Lingers my heart, leave-taking : and^it roves 
From hut to h^t wJijspering “he kilows, and loves! ” 
Good-bye I Good-night! Sweet may your slumbers be, 
Gunga 1 and Kasi! and Saraswati 

t 

March 5, 1886, 

^ S.S. Siam. ' , 



Jeanne. 

9 

[From Victor Hugo.] 

(* 

■ »t ■ ■ 

* 

Jeanne, in the dark room, had dry bread for^dinnerr/ 
Guilty of something wrong'; and I^fhe sinner— 
Crept up to see that prisoner in her cell, 

And slipped—on the sly—some comfits, to her. 
’W^ell! 

« 

Against the laws, I own! Those, who with iiie 
Support the Ader of society, 

Were furious ! Vainlv murmured little Jeanne, 

“ Indeed, indeed, I never will again 

Eub my nose with^my thumb ! I won’t make pussy 

Scratch me! ” lihey only criedf “ Thfe naughty hussy! 

She knows how weak you are, and wanting sense, 

And sees you only laugh at grave offence: 

Government is not possible! •• All day 

Order is troubled^r influence^slips away, 
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•Jjb rules, no regulations ! noiiglit can mend hfr ; 
You ruin everything! ” Then I—the offender— 

I hang'my head, and say, “ There's no excuse ! 

I know*! err; I know by such abuse, 

Such wrong indulgence, nations ^ go to pot;' 

Put ine*upon dry bread ! ” “ Why should we not ? 

• •• 

We will! ^ou merit it! ” But my small mai<l 

plotn her*dark corner looking onafraid 

• * • 

With eye'fe ^fivine to see,* full of a sense 

t • , 

(5f settWd justice, in ijieir innocence, 

Whispered, for itie to hear, “ Ayell, if they do, 

I shall bring comfits, Grandpapa, to you.” 




H jF.arcwclU 


[Faofn the French.] 


To four-score years my years have come 
At such an age to shuffle home 
Full time it seems to be: 

So now, without regret, I go, 

Gaily cny packing-up I do; 

Bonsoir* la Compagnie! 


Wh^n no more in this woi’ld I dwell 

fl 

Where I shall live I can’t rfuite tell; 

Dear God ! be that with Thee ! 

Thou wilt ordain nothing save right, 
Why should I feel thSn ^rief or fright ? 
Bonsoif, la Compagnie! * 



A FAREWELL. 


Of pleasant clays I had my share; , 
For Tove and fame no more I care ; 

Good sooth, they weary me! 

A gentleman, when fit for nought. 
Takes leave politely, as he ought: 
Ronsoir. la Comnaffj\ie! 



H Xove^Sono of Ibenri (liuatre, 

« ' I 


V 

Come, Ifisy^ Day! 

Come quick—1 pray— 

I urn so glad when I ihee see! 

c 

Because my Fair, 

"Who is so dear, 

Is rosy-red and- white like thee. 

She lives, I think 
' Cn^heavenly drink 
Dawn-dew, which Hebe pours for her 
Else—when I sip 
At lier soft lip 
How smells it of arubrosit ? 

^he is so fair 
None can compare; 

And, oJ;i, her slenfler w^aist,divine! 
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^er sparkling eyes 
Set in the skies 

The morning stars would far outshine! 
Only to hear 

Her voice so (jlear* _ 

^ The village gathers in the street; 

And Tityrus; 

* • 

Grown one of us, 

Leaves pipiTig (ju his flute so sweet. 

The Graces three, 

Where’er slie he, 

Call all the Loves to flutter nigh ; 

And what she’ll say,— ^ 

^ Speak when she may,— 

Is full of sense and majesty 



5n /IDemor^? of 5. S*, 


i^TAT. 21, 

I 

* . 

(Who was accidentally drowned in Loch Maree, Scotland, on the 

29th of Augusu 1887). * 

t “ 

-M- 

Too dear to die! too sweet to live, and bear 
The griefs which burden all our being here 
Too piecious to give up, could Love but stay 
The stroke of Fate, and parting pangs delay ! 

Yet take her-^-since 'tis willed—Angels of Heav’n ! 
Your Sister-Angel, her so briefly given 
To grace and gladden Earth. Ah, wild Scotch Lake 
We will not curse thee, for her gentle sake; 

Ah! cruel Water-Nymphs! who d ew her in, 

We half forgive, she was so fair to win ! 

' i / 

Ah, Rocks and Rowan-trees, who saw her die, 

And coiild not save her! we-^hall, by and by, 

Know the hard ^9cret of a woe like this, 



IN MEMORY OF S. S. 



, Xnd see—clear-eyed—how Sorrow brings to l^liss. 
To-day there comes no comfort! None! We wave 
Weak tiands towards that gloom beyond the grave; 
Wfe spdbd vain messages of tender thought 
To that new-vanished Spirit; who saith nought! 


^tiftf slfe 

All’s well Ajith her; that Love and Death, alway. 


must know! must hear4 must^ani to sny 


t •<• 


Are friends; and last pains Jij,^ft., and swift to heal; 

•.* • 

An^ the LoSh’s windirj<?-sheet not cold to feel! 


S!ie speaks! with higiier life made glad and full; 
Our ears for Angels’ whispers twre too dull! 

Have, then, thy early peace, Sophie ! and w’e— 
By this iPTust lightened—Love's blind agony. 


2 A 



written tor tbe Same. 


r 




Dear Maid! the waters, closing o er thy head, 
Snatched thee from Eartli, •^biffc opened Heaven, 
instead: 

Sadly we give thee back to God That gave, 

In this faith firm—that He, who walked the wave, 
HeH thy Soul up, when thy sweet Body sank; 

And led thee, loving, to the Blissful Bank. 

Pray for us, n^w-*3iade Angel!—now, that we 
Sink not beneath the waves of Sorrow’s Sea. 



Obscure /Ibart^rs 

world knows notlung of its greatest men.” 

•- K - - 

• ^ . 

• Titev have n« piace in storied page, 

No rest in marble shrine; * 

Tliey are past and gone witli their by-gone age, 

% 

They died, and “ made no sign: ” 

But work that shall find its wages yet. 

And deeds that their worhl shall not^j^geb, 
Done i)r the Love Divine— 

There were their triumphs and thege sliall be 
The crowns of their immortality. 


Ah ! ^eek them not where sleep the Dead,, 
Ye may not find their trace: 

No graven stone is on their bed, 

No flowers 4iheir slumber grace^ 
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* Blit wild and unknown is their silent grave, 

It may be the woods, or the cold sea-wave 
Or a lonely desert-place: 

For they needed no prayers, and no mourning-beil, 
Their tomb is the Earth that they served so well. 


They healed sick hearts till theirs were .broken, 
And aried sad ej es ^ill theirs^ lost light; 

We shall know at last by & certain token 
How they fought, and felUn^the fight; ** 

V « • 

Salt tears of sorrow unbeheld. 

Passionate toils unchronicled 
And silent strifes for right— 

Ajigels shall count them and I'kirth shall sigh, 
That she left her best children to battle and die! 



milfreO 1b. Ernolb. 


• 4 ^ 


The fifst-born of thy first-bofn, gentle~Kite! 

* Cbrues—as we call it “ d^,(i” to thee called dead ” 

• • , ^ 

—Oh hctppy^lvftg Angel!—that his bed 

• Maji be by thine. ^ Open for him the gate 
bf Home beyond"; sprea'd wide thy loving arms 

Jo take him—flying upon new-fledged wings— 
Safe to4hy breast: and—when, with tenderest things 
And soft celestial soothings, Earth’s alarms' 

Cease, and his mother’s tears dry on his brow— 
Teach our sweet babe the way the^Angels kiss, 
And wlf^ God dwells, and all the holy bliss ‘ 

Of the unseen Light; and, ask in'Heaven thou 
^hat there may come a Presence from^bove 
To comfort thlse who send thee what they love. 


• 1886. 



Ubc^IRbme an& tbc /Ibosclle. 

% 

— 

As th5 glory of the !^uu,^ i 
AVliea the dismal nij^ht L don^, 

Leaps upward in the summer bTue to^ahine, 

So gloriously flows 
■ From his cradle in the snows 

The Kjng of all the Eiver-floods—the Ehine! 

»> 

As a m?jled and sceptred King 
Sweeps onJt'afd triumphing, 

r 

With waves of helmets flashing in his line; 

As a drinker pp.st control 
With the rfd wine on his soul, 

So flashes through his Vintages—tlie Rhine! 

As a, T z,uy who would speak 

What is written on her cheek, 

« 

Tf her heart woujd give her tongue,tRe leave to tfill 

^ I. 
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Who fears, and follows still, 

\nd dares not trust her will, 

So foHows all his windings—the ^loselle ! 


Like the silence that is broken 
^Vh en th^ wished-for word ^B»«pi)ken, 

And the heart hath a horne^here it may dwell; 
• ••Lilft) the sense of sudden J)liss, 

And l.hft4Hwit*lon^ lovfng kiss, 
the meeting of the f^iiine and the !^^ose]le! 


Like the two souls that are blended 
When the loneliness is ended. 

The loneliness each life hath known so well: 

j 


Like the sun and moon together' 

In a sky of splendid weather 
Is ^e^jjjliriage of the llhine and the Moselle! 


July 1853. 


f 


rriiiUd hy Ballantynii, }1a>json Co 

• ^Unliuijfh \ 
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